Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 





COLLECTION 



OF 



BRITISH AUTHORS 



TAtrCHNITZ EDITION. 



VOL. 4023. 



THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 

BY 

EDITH WHARTON. 



IN TWO VOLUMES. 



VOL. n. 



\ 



\ 



The Fruit of the Tree 



BY 



EDITH WHARTON 

AUTHOR OF "THE HOUSE OF MIRTH" 




COPYRIGHT EDITION 



IN TWO VOLUMES 



VOL. n 



» . • * 



• 3 J t, 

* ' - 



LEIPZIG 
BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ 

1908. 



<^^^' 



618474 






• « 



THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 7 

where Justine was writing, and when she had replied 
to his inquiries about his patient they found themselves 
face to face with an awkward period of waiting. Jus- 
tine was too proud to cut it short by leaving the room; 
but Wyant answered her commonplaces at random, 
stirring uneasily to and fro between window and fire- 
side, and at length halting behind the table at which 
she sat 

"May I ask how much longer you mean to stay 
here?" he said in a low voice, his eyes darkening under 
the sullen jut of the brows. 

As she glanced up in surprise she noticed for the 
first time an odd contraction of his pupils, and the dis- 
covery, familiar enough in her professional experience, 
made her disregard the abruptness of his question and 
softened the tone in which she answered. "I hardly 
know — I suppose as long as I am needed." 

Wyant laughed. "Needed by whom? By John 
Amherst? " 

A moment passed before Justine took in the full 
significance of the retort; then the blood rushed to her 
face. "Yes — I believe both Mr. and Mrs. Amherst 
need me," she answered, keeping her eyes on his; and 
Wyant laughed again. 

"You didn't think so till Amherst came back from 
Hanaford. His return seems to have changed your 
plans in several respects." 

She looked away from him, for even now his eyes 
moved her to pity and self-reproach. "Dr. Wyant, you 
are not well; why do you wait to see Mrs. Amherst?" 
she said. 

He stared at her and then his glance fell. "I'm 



8 THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 

much obliged — Fm as well as usual/* he muttered, push- 
ing the hair from his forehead with a shaking hand; and 
at that moment the sound of Bessy's voice gave Justine 
a pretext for escape. 

In her own room she sank for a moment under a 
rush of self-disgust; but it soon receded before the 
saner forces of her nature, leaving only a residue of 
pity for the poor creature whose secret she had sur- 
prised. She had never before suspected Wyant of tak- 
ing a drug, nor did she now suppose that he did so 
habitually; but to see him even momentarily under such 
an influence explained her instinctive sense of his weak- 
ness. She felt now that what would have been an insult 
on other lips was only a cry of distress from his; and 
once more she blamed herself and forgave him. 

But if she had been inclined to any morbidness of 
self-reproach she would have been saved from it by 
other cares. For the moment she was more concerned 
with Bessy's fate than with her own — her poor friend 
seemed to have so much more at stake, and so much 
less strength to bring to the defence of her happiness. 
Justine was always saved from any excess of self-com- 
passion by the sense, within herself, of abounding 
forces of growth and self-renewal, as though from every 
lopped aspiration a fresh shoot of energy must spring; 
but she felt that Bessy had no such sources of renova- 
tion, and that every disappointment left an arid spot in 
her soul. 

Even without her friend's confidences, Justine would 
have had no difficulty in following the successive 
stages of the Amhersts' inner history. She knew that 
Atpherst had virtually resigned his rule at Westmore, 
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and that his wife, in return for the sacrifice, was trpng 
to conform to the way of life she thought he preferred; 
and the futility of both attempts was more visible to 
Jastine than to either of the two concerned. She saw 
that the failure of the Amhersts' marriage lay not in 
any accident of outward circumstances but in the lack 
of all natural points of contact As she put it to her- 
sdf, they met neither underfoot nor overhead: prac- 
tical necessities united them no more than imaginative 
joys. 

There were moments when Justine thought Amherst 
hard to Bessy, as she suspected that he had once been 
hard to his mother — as the leader of men must per- 
haps always be hard to the hampering sex. Yet she 
did justice to his efforts to accept the irretrievable, and 
to waken in his wife some capacity for sharing in his 
minor interests, since she had none of her own with 
which to fill their days. 

Amherst had always been a reader; not, like Justine 
herself, a flame-like devourer of the page, but a slow 
absorber of its essence; and in the early days of his 
marriage he had fancied it would be easy to make 
Bessy share this taste. Though his mother was not a 
bookish woman, he had breathed at her side an air rich 
in allusion and filled with the bright presences of 
romance; and he had alwa3rs regarded this commerce of 
the imagination as one of the normal conditions of Hfe. 
The discovery that there were no books at Ljmbrook 
save a few morocco "sets" imprisoned behind the brass 
trellisings of the library had been one of the many sur- 
prises of his new state. But in his first months with 
Bessy there was no room for books, and if he thought 
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of the matter it was only in a glancing vision of future 
evenings, when he and she, in the calm afterglow of 
happiness, should lean together over some cherished 
page. Her lack of response to any reference outside 
the small circle of daily facts had long since dispelled 
that vision; but now that his own mind felt the need 
of inner sustenance he began to ask himself whether he 
might not have done more to rouse her imagination. 
During the long evenings over the library fire he tried 
to lead the talk to books, with a parenthesis, now and 
again, from the page beneath his eye; and Bessy met 
the experiment with conciliatory eagerness. She showed, 
in especial, a hopeful but misleading preference for 
poetry, leaning back with dreaming lids and lovely 
parted lips while he rolled out the immortal measures; 
but her outward signs of attention never ripened into 
any expression of opinion, or any after-allusion to what 
she heard, and before long he discovered that Justine 
Brent was his only listener. It was to her that the 
words he read began to be unconsciously addressed; 
her comments directed him in his choice of subjects, 
and the ensuing discussions restored him to some sem- 
blance of mental activity. 

Bessy, true to her new ro/e of acquiescence, shone 
silently on this interchange of ideas; Amherst even de- 
tected in her a vague admiration for his power of con- 
versing on subjects which she regarded as abstruse; and 
this childlike approval, combined with her submission 
to his will, deluded him with a sense of recovered power 
over her. He could not but note that the new phase in 
their relations had coincided with his first assertion of 
masltry; and) he rashly concluded that, with the removal 
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of the influences tending to separate them, his wife 
might gradually be won back to her earlier sympathy 
with his views. 

To accept this theory was to apply it; for nothing 
could long divert Amherst from his main purpose, and 
all the thwarted strength of his will was only gathering 
to itself fresh stores of energy. He had never been a 
skilful lover, for no woman had as yet stirred in him 
those feelings which call the finer perceptions into play; 
and there was no instinct to tell him that Bessy's 
sudden conformity to his wishes was as unreasoning 
as her surrender to his first kiss. He fancied that he 
and she were at length reaching some semblance of 
that moral harmony which should grow out of the 
ph)rsical accord, and that, poor and incomplete as the 
understanding was, it must lift and strengthen their 
relation. 

He waited till early winter had brought solitude 
to L)mbrook, dispersing the hunting colony to various 
points of the compass, and sending Mr. Langhope to 
Egypt and the Riviera, while Mrs. Ansell, as usual, took 
up her annual tour of a social circuit whose extreme 
points were marked by Boston and Baltimore — and then 
he made his final appeal to his wife. 

His pretext for speaking was a letter from Duplain, 
definitely announcing his resolve not to remain at West- 
more. A year earlier Amherst, deeply moved by the 
letter, would have given it to his wife in the hope of 
its producing the same effect on her. He knew better 
now — he had learned her instinct for detecting "busi- 
ness" under every serious call on her attention. His 
only hope, as always, was to reach her through the per- 
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sonal appeal; and he put before her the fact of Duplain's 
withdrawal as the open victory of his antagonists. But 
he saw at once that even this could not infuse new life 
into the question. 

"If I go back he'll stay — I can hold him, can gain 
time till things take a turn," he urged. 

"Another? I thought they were definitely settled," 
she objected languidly. 

"No — they're not; they can't be, on such a basis," 
Amherst broke out with sudden emphasis. He walked 
across the room, and came back to her side with a de- 
termined face. "It's a delusion, a deception," he ex- 
claimed, "to think I can stand by any longer and see 
things going to ruin at Westmore! If I've made you 
think so, I've unconsciously deceived us both. As long 
as you're my wife we've only one honour between us, 
and that honour is mine to take care of." 

"Honour? What an odd expression!" she said with 
a forced laugh, and a little tinge of pink in her cheek. 
"You speak as if I had — had made myself talked about 
— when you know I've never even looked at another 
man!" 

"Another man?" Amherst looked at her in wonder. 
"Good God! Can't you conceive of any vow to be 
kept between husband and wife but the primitive one 
of bodily fidelity? Heaven knows I've never looked at 
another woman — but, by my reading of our compact, I 
shouldn't be keeping faith with you if I didn't help you 
to keep faith witli better things. And you owe me the 
same help — the same chance to rise through you, and 
not sink by you — else we've betrayed each otiier more 
deeply than any adultery could make us!" 
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She had drawn back, turning pale again, and shrink- 
ing a little at the sound of words which, except when 
heard in church, she vaguely associated with oaths, 
slammed doors, and other evidences of ill-breeding; but 
Amherst had been swept too far on the flood of his 
indignation to be checked by such small signs of dis- 
approval. 

"You'll say that what I'm asking you is to give me 
back the free use of your money. Well! Why not? Is 
it so much for a wife to give? I know you all think 
that a man who marries a rich woman forfeits his self- 
respect if he spends a penny without her approval. But 
that's because money is so sacred to you all! It seems 
to me the least important thing that a woman entrusts 
to her husband. What of her dreams and her hopes, 
her belief in justice and goodness and decency? If he 
takes those and destroys them, he'd better have had a 
mill-stone about his neck. But nobody has a word to 
say till he touches her dividends — then he's a calculating 
brute who has married her for her fortune!" 

He had come dose again, facing her with outstretched 
hands, half-commanding, half in appeal. '* Don't you 
see that I can't go on in this way — that I've no right to 
let you keep me from Westmore?" 

Bessy was looking at him coldly, under the half- 
dropped Hds of indifference. "I hardly know what you 
mean — you use such peculiar words; but I don't see 
why you should expect me to give up all the ideas I was 
brought up in. Our standards are different — but why 
should yours always be right?" 

"You beHeved they were right when you married 
me — have they changed since then?" 
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"No; but " Her face seemed to harden and 

contract into a small expressionless mask, in which he 
could no longer read anything but blank opposition to 
his will. 

"You trusted my judgment not long ago," he went 
on, "when I asked you to give up seeing Mrs. Car- 
bury " 

She flushed, but with anger, not compunction. "It 
seems to me that should be a reason for your not ask- 
ing me to make other sacrifices! When I gave up 
Blanche I thought you would see that I wanted to please 
you — and that you would do something for me in re- 
turn. . . ." 

Amherst interrupted her with a laugh. "Thank you 
for telling me your real reasons. I was fool enough to 
think you acted from conviction — not that you were 
simply striking a bargain " 

He broke off, and they looked at each other with a 
kind of fear, each hearing between them the echo of 
irreparable words. Amherst's only clear feeling was 
that he must not speak again till he had beaten down 
the horrible sensation in his breast — the rage of hate 
which had him in its grip, and which made him almost 
afraid, while it lasted, to let his eyes rest on the fair 
weak creature before him. Bessy, too, was in the 
clutch of a mute anger which slowly poured its be- 
numbing current around her heart. Strong waves of 
passion did not quicken her vitality: she grew inert and 
cold under their shock. Only one little pulse of self- 
pity continued to beat in her, trembling out at last on 
^e cry: "Ah, I know it's not because you care so much 
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for Westmore^ — it's only because you want to get away 
from me I" 

Amherst stared as if her words had flashed a tight 
into the darkest windings of his misery. "Yes — I want 
to get away. . ." he said; and he turned and walked 
out of the room. 

He went down to the smoking-room, and ringing 
for a servant, ordered his horse to be saddled. The 
footman who answered his summons brought the 
afternoon's mail, and Amherst, throwing himself down 
on the sofa, began to tear open his letters while he 
waited. 

He ran through the first few without knowing what 
he read; but presently his attention was arrested by the 
handwriting of a man he had known well in college, 
and who had lately come into possession of a large 
cotton-mill in the South. He wrote now to ask if 
Amherst could recommend a good manager — "not one 
of your old routine men, but a young fellow with 
the new ideas. Things have been in pretty bad shape 
down here," the writer added, "and now that I'm in 
possession 1 want to see what can be done to civilise 
the place;" and he went on to urge that Amherst 
should come down liimself to inspect the mills, and 
propose such improvements as his experience suggested. 
"We've all heard of the great things you're doing at 
Westmore," the letter ended; and Amherst cast it from 
him with a groan. , . 

It was Duplain's chance, of course. . . that was 
his first thought. He took up the letter and read it 
over. He knew the man who wrote — no sentimentalist 
seeking emotional variety from vague philanthropic 
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experiments, but a serious student of social condidons, 
now unexpectedly provided with the opportunity to 
apply his ideas. Yes, it was Duplain's chance — if 
indeed it might not be his own! . . . Amherst sat up- 
right, dazzled by the thought Why Duplain — why 
not himself? Bessy had spoken the illuminating word 
— what he wanted was to get away — to get away at 
any cost! Escape had become his one thought: escape 
from the bondage of Lynbrook, from the bitter me- 
mory of his failure at Westmore; and here was the 
chance to escape back into life — into independence, 
activity and usefulness! Every atrophied faculty in 
him suddenly started from its torpor, and his brain 
throbbed with the pain of the awakening. . . The servant 
came to tell him that his horse waited, and he sprang 
up, took his riding-whip from the rack, stared a mo- 
ment, absently, after the man's retreating back, and then 
dropped down again on the sofa. . . 

What was there to keep him from accepting? His 
wife's affection was dead — if her sentimental fancy for 
him had ever deserved the name! And his passing 
mastery over her was gone too — he smiled to remember 
that, hardly two hours earlier, he had been fatuous 
enough to think he could still regain it! Now he said 
to himself that she would sooner desert a friend to 
please him than sacrifice a fraction of her income; and 
the discovery cast a stain of sordidness on their whole 
relation. He could still imagine struggling to win her 
back from another man, or even to save her from some 
folly into which mistaken judgment or perverted en- 
thusiasm might have hurried her; but to go on battling 
against the dull unimaginative subservience to personal 



THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. tj 

uxury — the slavery to houses and servants and clothes 
— ah, no, while he had any fight left in him it was 
worth spending in a better cause than that! 

Through the open window he could hear, in the mild 
December stillness, his horse's feet coming and going 
3n the gravel. Her horse, led up and down by ^er 
servant, at the door of Jier house! . . . The sound sym- 
bolised his whole future. . . the situation his marriage 
liad made for him, and to which he must henceforth 
bend, unless he broke with it then and there. . . He 
tried to look ahead, to follow up, one by one, the con- 
sequences of such a break. That it would be final he 
had no doubt There are natures which seem to be 
drawn closer by dissension, to depend, for the renewal 
of understanding, on the spark of generosity and com- 
punction that anger strikes out of both; but Amherst 
knew that between himself and his wife no such clear- 
ing of the moral atmosphere was possible. The in- 
dignation which left him with tingling nerves and a 
burning need of some immediate escape into action, 
crystallised in Bessy into a hard kernel of obstinacy, 
into which, after each fresh collision, he felt that a 
little more of herself had been absorbed. . . No, the 
break between them would be final — if he went now 
he would not come back. And it flashed across him 
that this solution might have been foreseen by his wife 
— might even have been deliberately planned and led 
up to by those about her. His father-in-law had never 
liked him — the disturbing waves of his activity had 
rippled even the sheltered surface of Mr. Langhope's 
existence. He must have been horribly in their way! 
Well — it was not too late to take himself out of it In 

Tke Fruit of the Tree, 11^ 3 
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Bessy's circle the severing of such ties was regarded as 
an expensive but unhazardous piece of surgery — nobody 
bled to death of the wound. . . The footman came back 
to remind him that his horse was waiting, and Amherst 
rose to his feet 

"Send him back to the stable," he said with a glance 
at his watch, "and order a trap to take me to the next 
train.*' 
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XXII. 

When Amherst woke, the next morning, in the 
hotel to which he had gone up from Lynbrook, he was 
oppressed by the sense that the hardest step he had 
to take still lay before him. It had been almost easy 
to decide that the moment of separation had come, for 
circumstances seemed to have closed every other issue 
from his unhappy situation; but how tell his wife of his 
decision? Amherst, to whom action was the first 
necessity of being, became a weak procrastinator when 
he was confronted by the need of writing instead of 
speaking. 

To account for his abrupt departure from Lyn- 
brook he had left word that he was called to town on 
business; but, since he did not mean to return, some 
further explanation was now necessary, and he was 
paralysed by the difficulty of writing. He had already 
telegraphed to his friend that he would be at the mills 
the next day; but the southern express did not leave 
till the afternoon, and he still had several hours in which 
to consider what he should say to his wife. To post- 
pone the dreaded task, he invented the pretext of some 
business to be despatched, and taking the Subway to 
Wall Street consumed the morning in futile activities. 
But since the renunciation of his work at Westmore he 
had no active concern with the financial world, and by 
twelve o'clock he had exhausted his imaginary affairs 
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and was journeying up town again. He left the train 
at Union Square, and walked along Fourth Avenue, 
now definitely resolved to go back to the hotel and write 
his letter before lunching. 

At Twenty-sixth Street he had struck into Madison 
Avenue, and was striding onward with the fixed eye and 
aimless haste of the man who has empty hours to fill, 
when a hansom drew up ahead of him and Justine 
Brent sprang out. She was trimly dressed, as if for 
travel, with a small bag in her hand; but at sight of 
him she paused with a cry of pleasure. 

"Oh, Mr. Amherst, Tm so glad! I was afraid I 
might not see you for good-bye." 

"For good-bye?" Amherst paused, embarrassed. 
How had she guessed that he did not mean to return 
to Lynbrook? 

"You know," she reminded him, "Tm going to some 
friends near Philadelphia for ten days" — and he re- 
membered confusedly that a long time ago — probably 
yesterday morning — he had heard her speak of her 
projected visit 

"I had no idea," she continued, "that you were 
coming up to town yesterday, or I should have tried to 
see you before you left. I wanted to ask you to send 
me a line if Bessy needs me — Pll come back at once if 
she does." Amherst continued to listen blankly, as if 
making a painful effort to regain some consciousness of 
what was being said to him, and she went on: "She 
seemed so nervous and poorly yesterday evening that I 
was sorry I had decided to go " 

Her intent gaze reminded him that the emotions of 
the last twenty-four hours must still be visible in his 
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face; and the thought of what she might detect helped 
to restore his self-possession. "You must not think of 
giving up your visit," he began hurriedly — he had meant 
to add "on account of Bessy," but he found himself un- 
able to utter his wife's name. 

Justine was still looking at him. "Oh, Tm sure 
everything will be all right," she rejoined. "You go 
back this afternoon, I suppose? I've left you a little 
note, with my address, and I want you to promise " 

She paused, for Amherst had made a motion as 
though to interrupt her. The old confused sense that 
there must always be truth between them was struggling 
in him with the strong restraints of habit and character; 
and suddenly, before he was conscious of having decided 
to speak, he heard himself say: "I ought to tell you that 
I am not going back." 

"Not going back?" A flash of apprehension crossed 
Justine's face. "Not till to-morrow, you mean?" she 
added, recovering herself 

Amherst hesitated, glancing vaguely up and down 
the street. At that noonday hour it was nearly deserted, 
and Justine's driver dozed on his perch above the 
hansom. They could speak almost as openly as if they 
had been in one of the wood-paths at Lynbrook. 

"Nor to-morrow," Amherst said in a low voice. 
There was another pause before he added: "It may be 
some time before — " He broke off", and then continued 
with an effort: "The fact is, I am thinking of going back 
to my old work." 

She caught him up with an exclamation of surprise 
and sympathy. "Your old work? You mean at " 

She was checked by the quick contraction of pain 
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in his face. "Not that! I mean that Pm thinking of 
taking a new job — as manager of a Georgia mill. . . 
It's the only thing I know how to do, and I've got to do 
something — '* He forced a laugh. "The habit of work 
is incurable!" 

Justine's face had grown as grave as his. She 
hesitated a moment, looking down the street toward the 
angle of Madison Square, which was visible from the 
corner where they stood. 

"Will you walk back to the square with me? Then 
we can sit down a moment" 

She began to move as she spoke, and he walked 
beside her in silence till they had gained the seat she 
pointed out. Her hansom trailed after them, drawing 
up at the corner. 

As Amherst sat down beside her, Justine turned to 
him with afti air of quiet resolution. "Mr. Amherst — 
will you let me ask you something? Is this a sudden 
decision?" 

"Yes. I decided yesterday." 

"And Bessy ?" 

His glance dropped for the first time, but Justine 
pressed her point "Bessy approves?" 

"She — she will, I think — when she knows " 

"When she knows?" Her emotion sprang into her 
face. "When she knows? Then she does not — yet?" 

"No. The offer came suddenly. I must go at 
once." 

"Without seeing her?" She cut him short with a 
quick commanding gesture. "Mr. Amherst, you can't 
do this — you won't do it! You will not go away without 
seeing Bessy!" she said. 
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Her eyes sought his and drew them upward, con- 
straining them to meet the full beam of her rebuking 
gaze. 

"I must do what seems best under the circumstances," 
he answered hesitatingly. "She will hear from me, of 
course; I shall write to-day — and later — ^" 

"Not later! JVow— you will go back now to Lyn- 
brook! Such things can't be told in writing — if they 
must be said at all, they must be spoken. Don't tell 
me that I don't understand — or that I'm meddling in 
what doesn't concern me. I don't care a fig for that! 
I've always meddled in what didn't concern me^ — ^I 
always shall, 1 suppose, till I die ! And 1 understand 
enough to know that Bessy is very unhappy — and that 
you're the wiser and stronger of the two. I know what 
it's been to you to give up your work — to feel yourself 
useless," she interrupted herself, with softening eyes, 
"and I know how you've tried. . . I've watched you. . . 
but Bessy has tried too; and even if you've both failed 
—if you've come to the end of your resources — ^it's for 
you to face the fact, and help her face it — not to run 
away from it like this!" 

Amherst sat silent under the assault of her eloquence. 
He was conscious of no instinctive resentment, no sense 
that she was, as she confessed, meddling in matters 
which did not concern her. His ebbing spirit was 
revived by the shock of an ardour like his own. She 
had not" shrunk from calling him a coward — and it did 
him good to hear her call him sol Her words put life 
back into its true perspective, restored their meaning to 
obsolete terms: to truth and manliness and courage. 
He had lived so long among equivocations that he had 
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forgotten how to look a fact in the face; but here was 
a woman who judged Ufe by his own standards — and by 
those standards she had found him wanting! 

Still, he could not forget the last bitter hours, or 
change his opinion as to the futility of attempting to 
remain at Lynbrook. He felt as strongly as ever the 
need of moral and mental liberation — the right to begin 
Ufe again on his own terms. But Justine Brent had 
made him see that his first step toward self-assertion 
had been the inconsistent one of trying to evade its 
results. 

"You are right — I will go back," he said. 

She thanked him with her eyes, as she had thanked 
him on the terrace at Lynbrook, on the autumn* evening 
which had witnessed their first broken exchange of 
confidences; and he was struck once more with the 
change that feeling produced in her. Emotions flashed 
across her face like the sweep of sun-rent clouds over 
a quiet landscape, bringing out the gleam of hidden 
waters, the fervour of smouldering colours, all the 
subtle delicacies of modelling that are lost under the 
light of an open sky. And it was extraordinary how 
she could infuse into a principle the warmth and 
colour of a passion 1 If conduct, to most people, seemed 
a cold matter of social prudence or inherited habit, to 
her it was always the newly-discovered question of her 
own relation to life! — as most women see the great 
issues only through their own wants and prejudices, so 
she seemed always to see her personal desires in the 
light of the larger claims. 

"But I don't think," Amherst went on, "that any- 
thing can be §ai(i to goaviac^ mQ that I ought to ^Iter 
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my decision. These months of idleness have shown 
me that I'm one of the members of society who are a 
danger to the community if their noses are not kept to 
the grindstone " 

Justine lowered her eyes musingly, and he saw she 
was undergoing the reaction of constraint which always 
followed on her bursts of unpremeditated frankness. 

"That is not for me to judge," she answered after a 
moment "But if you decide to go away for a time — 
surely it ought to be in such a way that your going does 
not seem to cast any reflection on Bessy, or subject her 
to any unkind criticism." 

Amherst, reddening slightly, glanced at her in sur- 
prise. "I don't think you need fear that — I shall be 
the only one criticised," he said drily. 

"Are you sure — if you take such a position as you 
spoke of? So few people understand the love of hard 
work for its own sake. They will say that your quarrel 
with your wife has driven you to support yourself — and 
that will be cruel to Bessy." 

Amherst shrugged his shoulders. "They'll be more 
likely to say I tried to play the gentleman and failed, 
and wasn't happy till I got back to my own place in 
life — which is true enough," he added with a touch of 
irony. 

"They tnay say that too; but they will make Bessy 
suffer first — and it will be your fault if she is humiliated 
in that way. If you decide to take up your factory 
work for a time, can't you do so without — without 
accepting a salary? Oh, you see I stick at nothing," 
she broke in upon herself with a laugh, "and Bessy 
h2^5 said things which make me see that she would 
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suffer horribly if — if you put such a slight on her." 
He remained silent, and she went on urgently: "From 
Bessy's standpoint it would mean a decisive break — the 
repudiating of your whole past And it is a question 
on which you can afford to be generous, because I 
know ... I think . . . it's less important in your eyes 
than hers. . ." 

Amherst glanced at her quickly. "That particular 
form of indebtedness, you mean?" 

She smiled. "The easiest to cancel, and therefore 
the least galling; isn't that the way you regard it?" 

"I used to — yes; but — " He was about to add: 
"No one at Lynbrook does," but the flash of intelligence 
in her eyes restrained him, while at the same time it 
seemed to answer: "There's my point! To see their 
limitation is to allow for it, since every enlightenment 
brings a corresponding obligation." 

She made no attempt to put into words the argument 
her look conveyed, but rose from her seat with a rapid 
glance at her watch. 

"And now I must go, or I shall miss my train." She 
held out her hand, and as Amherst's met it, he said in 
a low tone, as if in reply to her unspoken appeal: "I 
shall remember all you have said." 

It was a new experience for Amherst to be acting 
under the pressure of another will; but during his return 
journey to Lynbrook that afternoon it was pure relief 
to surrender himself to this pressure, and the surrender 
brought not a sense of weakness but of recovered energy. 
It was not in his nature to analyse his motives, or spend 
his strength in weighing closely balanced alternatives of 
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conduct; and though, during the last purposeless months, 
he had grown to brood over every spring of action in 
himself and others, this tendency disappeared at once 
in contact with the deed to be done. It was as though 
a tributary stream, gathering its crystal speed among the 
hills, had been suddenly poured into the stagnant waters 
of his will; and he saw now how thick and turbid those 
waters had become — how full of the slime-bred life that 
chokes the springs of courage. 

His whole desire now was to be generous to his wife: 
to bear the full brunt of whatever pain their parting 
brought Justine had said that Bessy seemed nervous 
and unhappy: it was dear, therefore, that she also had 
suffered from the wounds they had dealt each other, 
though she kept her unmoved front to the last. Poor 
child! Perhaps that insensible exterior was the only 
way she knew of expressing courage! It seemed to 
Amherst that all means of manifesting the finer im- 
pulses must slowly wither in the Lynbrook air. As he 
approached his destination, his thoughts of her were 
all pitiful: nothing remained of the personal resent- 
ment which had debased their parting. He had tele- 
phoned from town to announce the hour of his return, 
and when he emerged from the station he half-expected 
to find her seated in the brougham whose lamps sig- 
nalled him through the early dusk. It would be like 
her to undergo such a reaction of feeling, and to express 
it, not in words, but by taking up their relation as if 
there had been no break in it He had once con- 
demned this facility of renewal as a sign of lightness, a 
result of that continual evasion of serious issues which 
made the Ufe of Bessy's world a thin crust of custom 
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above a void of thought. But he now saw that, if she 
was the product of her environment, that constituted 
but another claim on his charity, and made the more 
precious any impulses of natural feeling that had sur- 
vived the unifying pressure of her life. As he approached 
the brougham, he murmured mentally: "What if I were 
to try once more?" 

Bessy had not come to meet him; but he said to 
himself that he should find her alone at the house, and 
that he would make his confession at once. As the car- 
riage passed between the lights on the tall stone gate- 
posts, and rolled through the bare shrubberies of the 
avenue, he felt a momentary tightening of the heart — a 
sense of stepping back into the trap from which he had 
just wrenched himself free— a premonition of the way 
in which the smooth systematised routine of his wife's 
existence might draw him back into its revolutions as 
he had once seen a careless factory hand seized and 
dragged into a flying belt. . . . 

But it was only for a moment; then his thoughts re- 
verted to Bessy. It was she who was to be considered 
— this time he must be strong enough for both. 

Tl^e butler met him on the threshold, flanked by 
the usual array of footmen; and as he saw his port- 
manteau ceremoniously passed from hand to hand, 
Amherst once more felt the steel of the springe on his 
neck. 

"Is Mrs. Amherst in the drawing-room, Knowles?" 
he asked. 

"No, sir," said Knowles, who had too high a sense 
of fitness to volunteer any information beyond the im- 
mediate fact required of him. 
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"She has gone up to her sitting-room, then?" Am- 
herst continued, turning toward the broad sweep of the 
stairway. 

"No, sir," said the butler slowly; "Mrs. Amherst has 
gone away." 

"Gone away?" Amherst stopped short, staring blankly 
at the man's smooth official mask. 

"This afternoon, sir; to Mapleside." 

"To Mapleside?" 

"Yes, sir — by motor — to stay with Mrs. Carbury." 

There was a moment's silence. It had all happened 
so quickly that Amherst, with the dual vision which 
comes at such moments, noticed that the third footman 
— or was it the fourth? — was just passing his portmanteau 
on to a shirt-sleeved arm behind the door which led to 
the servants' wing. . . . 

He roused himself to look at the tall clock. It was 
just six. He had telephoned from town at two. 

"At what time did Mrs. Amherst leave?" 

The butler meditated. "Sharp at four, sir. The 
maid took the three-forty with the luggage." 

With the luggage! So it was not a mere one-night 
visit The blood rose slowly to Amherst's face. The 
footmen had disappeared, but presently the door ^t the 
back of the hall reopened, and one of them came out, 
carrying an elaborately-appointed tea-tray toward the 
smoking-room. The routine of the house was going on 
as if nothing had happened. . . . The butler looked at 
Amherst with respectful — too respectful — interrogation, 
and he was suddenly conscious that he was standing 
motionless in the middle of the hall, with one last in- 
tolerable question on his hps. 
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Well — it had to be spoken! "Did Mrs. Amherst re- 
ceive my telephone message?" 

"Yes, sir. I gave it to her myself." 

It occurred confusedly to Amherst that a well-bred 
man — as Lynbrook understood the phrase — would, at 
this point, have made some tardy feint of being in his 
wife's confidence, of having, on second thoughts, no reason 
to be surprised at her departure. It was humiliating, he 
supposed, to be thus laying bare his discomfiture to his 
dependents — he could see that even Knowles was af- 
fected by the manifest impropriety of the situation — but 
no pretext presented itself to his mind, and after another 
interval of silence he turned slowly toward the door of 
the smoking-room. 

"My letters are here, I suppose?" he paused on the 
threshold to inquire; and on the butler's answering in 
the affirmative, he said to himself, with a last effort to 
suspend his judgment: "She has left a line — there will 
be some explanation " 

But there was nothing — neither word nor message; 
nothing but the reverberating retort of her departure in 
the face of his return — her flight to Blanche Carbury as 
the final answer to his final appeal. 
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LIBRARY 
xxin. V Ca . CL<V 

Justine was coming back to Ljmbrook. 

She had been, after all, unable to stay out the ten 
days of her visit: the undefinable sense of being needed, 
so often the determining motive of her actions, drew her 
back to Long Island at the end of the week. She had 
received no word from Amherst or Bessy; only Cicely 
had told her, in a big round hand, that mother had 
been away three days, and that it had been very lonely, 
and that the housekeeper's cat had kittens, and she was 
to have one; and were kittens christened, or how did 
they get their names?— because she wanted to call hers 
Justine; and she had found in her book a bird like the 
one father had shown them in the swamp; and they 
were not alone now, because the Telfers were there, and 
they had all been out sleighing; but it would be much 
nicer when Justine came back. . . . 

It was as difficult to extract any sequence of facts 
from Cicely's letter as from an early chronicle. She 
made no reference to Amherst's return, which was odd, 
since she was fond of her stepfather, yet not signifi- 
cant, since the fact of his arrival might have been 
crowded out by the birth of the kittens, or some in- 
cident equally prominent in her perspectiveless group- 
ing of events; nor did she name the date of her 
mother's departure, so that Justine could not guess 
whether it had been contingent on Amhersf s return, or 
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wholly unconnected with it What puzzled her most 
was Bessy's own silence — yet that too, in a sense, was 
reassuring, for Bessy thought of others chiefly when it 
was painful to think of herself, and her not writing im- 
plied that she had felt no present need of her friend's 
sympathy. 

Justine did not expect to find Amherst at LynbrooL 
She had felt convinced, when they parted, that he 
would persist in his plan of going south; and the fact 
that the Telfer girls were again in possession made it 
seem probable that he had already left Under the cir- 
cumstances, Justine thought the separation advisable; 
but she was eager to be assured that it had been 
effected amicably, and without open affront to Bessy's 
pride. 

She arrived on a Saturday afternoon, and when 
she entered the house the sound of voices from the 
drawing-room, and the prevailing sense of bustle and 
movement amid which her own coming was evidently 
an unconsidered detail, showed that the normal life of 
Lynbrook had resumed its course. The Telfers, as 
usual, had brought a lively throng in their train; and 
amid the bursts of merriment about the drawing-room 
tea-table she caught Westy Gaines's impressive ac- 
cents, and the screaming laughter of Blanche Car- 
bury. . . . 

So Blanche Carbury was back at Lynbrook! The 
discovery gave Justine fresh cause for conjecture. 
Whatever reciprocal concessions might have resulted 
from Amherst's return to his wife, it seemed hardly 
probable that they included a renewal of relations with 
Mrs. Carbury. Had his mission failed then — had he 
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and Bessy parted in anger, and was Mrs. Carbury's 
presence at Lynbrook Bessy's retort to his assertion of 
independence? 

In the schoohroom, where Justine was received with 
the eager outpouring of Cicely's minutest experiences, 
she dared not put the question that would have solved 
these doubts; and she left to dress for dinner without 
knowing whether Amherst had returned to Lynbrook. 
Yet in her heart she never questioned that he had done 
so; all her fears revolved about what had since taken 
place. 

She saw Bessy first in the drawing-room, surrounded 
by her guests; and their brief embrace told her nothing, 
except that she had never beheld her friend more 
brilliant, more triumphantly in possession of recovered 
spirits and health. 

That Amherst was absent was now made evident by 
Bessy's requesting Westy Gaines to lead the way to 
the dining-room with Mrs. Ansell, who was one of the 
reassembled visitors; and the only one, as Justine 
presently observed, not in key with the prevailing 
gaiety. Mrs. Ansell, usually so tinged with the colours 
of her environment, preserved on this occasion a grey 
neutrality of tone which was the only break in the 
general brightness. It was not in her graceful person 
to express anything as gross as disapproval, yet that 
sentiment was manifest, to the nice observer, in a deli- 
cate aloofiiess which made the waves of laughter fall 
back from her, and spread a circle of cloudy calm 
about her end of the table. Justine had never been 
greatly drawn to Mrs. Ansell. Her own adaptability 
was not in the least akin to the older woman's studied 
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self-effacement; and the independence of judgment 
which Justine preserved in spite of her perception of 
divergent standpoints made her a little contemptuous 
of an excess of charity that seemed to have been ac- 
quired at the cost of all individual convictions. To- 
night for the first time she felt in Mrs. Ansell a secret 
sympathy with her own fears; and a sense of this tacit 
understanding made her examine with sudden interest 
the face of her unexpected ally. . . . After all, what 
did she know of Mrs. AnselPs history — of the hidden 
processes which had gradually subdued her own pas- 
sions and desires, making of her, as it were, a mere 
decorative background, a connecting link between other 
personalities? Perhaps, for a woman alone in the 
world, without the power and opportunity that money 
gives, there was no alternative between letting one's in- 
dividuality harden into a small dry nucleus of egoism, 
or diffuse itself thus in the interstices of other lives — 
and there fell upon Justine the chill thought that just 
such a future might await her if she missed the liberat- 
ing gift of personal happiness. . . . 

Neither that night nor the next day had she a private 
word with Bessy — and it became evident, as the hours 
passed, that Mrs. Amherst was deliberately postponing 
the moment when they should find themselves alone. 
But the Lynbrook party was to disperse on the Monday; 
and Bessy, who hated early rising, and all the details 
of housekeeping, tapped at Justine's door late on Sun- 
day night to ask her to speed the departing visitors. 

She pleaded this necessity as an excuse for her in- 
trusion, and the playful haste of her manner showed a 
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nervous shrinking from any renewal of confidence; but 
as she leaned in the doorway, fingering the diamond 
chain about her neck, while one satin-tipped foot 
emerged restlessly from the edge of her lace gown, her 
face lost the bloom of animation which talk and laughter 
always produced in it, and she looked so pale and weary 
that Justine needed no better pretext for drawing her 
into the room. 

It was not in Bessy to resist a soothing touch in her 
moments of nervous reaction. She sank into the chair 
by the fire and let her head rest wearily against the 
cushion which Justine slipped behind it 

Justine dropped into the low seat beside her, and 
laid a hand on hers. "You don't look as well as when 
I went away, Bessy. Are you sure you've done wisely 
in beginning your house-parties so soon?" 

It always alarmed Bessy to be told that she was not 
looking her best, and she sat upright, a wave of pink 
rising under her sensitive skin. 

"I am quite well, on the contrary; but I was dying 
of inanition in this big empty house, and I suppose I 
haven't got the boredom out of my system yet!" 

Justine recognised the echo of Mrs. Carbury's 
manner. 

"Even if you were bored," she rejoined, "the inani- 
tion was probably good for you. What does Dr. Wyant 
say to your breaking away from his regime?" She 
named Wyant purposely, knowing that Bessy had that 
respect for the medical verdict which is the last trace 
of reverence for authority in the mind of the modem 
woman. But Mrs. Amherst laughed with gentle malice. 

3* 
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"Oh, I haven't seen Dr. Wyant lately. His interest 
in me died out the day you left" 

Justine forced a laugh to hide her annoyance. She 
had not yet recovered from the shrinking disgust of her 
last scene with Wyant. 

"Don't be a goose, Bessy. If he hasn't come, it 
must be because you've told him not to — because 
you're afraid of letting him see that you're disobeying 
him." 

Bessy laughed again. "My dear, I'm afraid of no- 
thing — nothing! Not even of your big eyes when they 
glare at me like coals. I suppose you must have looked 
at poor Wyant like that to frighten him away! And 
yet the last time we talked of him you seemed to like 
him — you even hinted that it was because of him that 
Westy had no chance." 

Justine uttered an impatient exclamation. "If neither 
of them existed it wouldn't affect the other's chances in 
the least Their only merit is that they both enhance 
the charms of celibacy!" 

Bessy's smile dropped, and she turned a grave glance 
on her friend. "Ah, most men do that — you're so clever 
to have found it out!" 

It was Justine's turn to smDe. "Oh, but I haven't — 
as a generalisation. I mean to marry as soon as I get 
the chance!" 

"The chance ?" 

"To meet the right man. Pm gambler enough to 
believe in my luck yet!" 

Mrs. Amherst sighed compassionately. "There is 
no right man! As Blanche says, matrimony's as un- 
comfortable as a ready-made shoe. How can one and 
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the same institution fit every individual case? And why 
should we all have to go lame because marriage was 
once invented to suit an imaginary case?" 

Justine gave a slight shrug. "You talk of walking 
lame — how else do we all walk? It seems to me that 
life's the tight boot, and marriage the crutch that may 
help one to hobble along!*' She drew Bessy's hand 
into hers with a caressing pressure. "When you philo- 
sophise I always know you're tired. No one who feels 
well stops to generalise about symptoms. If you won't 
let your doctor prescribe for you, your nurse is going 
to carry out his orders. What you want is quiet. Be 
reasonable and send away everybody before Mr. Am- 
herst comes back!" 

She dropped the last phrase carelessly, glancing away 
as she spoke; but the stiffening of the fingers in her 
dasp sent a little tremor through her hand. 

"Thanks for your advice. It would be excellent but 
for one thing — my husband is not coming back!" 

The mockery in Bessy's voice seemed to pass into 
her features, hardening and contracting them as frost 
shrivels a flower. Justine's face, on the contrary, was 
suddenly illuminated by compassion, as though a light 
had struck up into it from the cold glitter of her friend's 
unhappiness. 

"Bessy! What do you mean by not coming back?" 

"I mean he's had the tact to see that we shall be 
more comfortable apart — without putting me to the un- 
pleasant necessity of telling him so." 

Again the piteous echo of Blanche Carbury's phrases ! 
The laboured mimicry of her ideas! 

Justine looked anxiously at her friend. It seemed 
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horribly false not to mention her own talk with Amherst, 
yet she felt it wiser to feign ignorance, since Bessy could 
never be trusted to interpret rightly any departure from 
the conventional. 

"Please tell me what has happened," she said at 
length. 

Bessy, with a smile, released her hand. "John has 
gone back to the life he prefers — which I take to be a 
hint to me to do the same." 

Justine hesitated again; then the pressure of truth 
overcame every barrier of expediency. "Bessy — I ought 
to tell you that I saw Mr. Amherst in town the day I 
went to Philadelphia. He spoke of going away for a 
time ... he seemed unhappy . . . but he told me he 
was coming back to see you first — " She broke off, 
her clear eyes on her friend's; and she saw at once that 
Bessy was too self-engrossed to feel any surprise at her 
avowal. "Surely he came back?" she went on. 

"Oh, yes — he came back!" Bessy sank into the 
cushions, watching the firelight play on her diamond 
chain as she repeated the restless gesture of lifting it up 
and letting it slip through her fingers. 

"Well— and then?" 

"Then — nothing! I was not here when he came." 

"You were not here? What had happened?" 

"Thad gone over to Blanche Carbury's for a day 
or two. I was just leaving when I heard he was coming 
back, and I couldn't throw her over at the last moment" 

Justine tried to catch the glance that fluttered eva- 
sively under Bessy's lashes. "You knew he was com- 
ing — and you chose that time to go to Mrs. Carbur3r's?" 

"I didn't choose, my dear — it just happened! And 
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it really happened for the best. I suppose he was an- 
noyed at my going — you know he has a ridiculous pre- 
judice against Blanche — and so the next morning he 
rushed off to his cotton mill." 

There was a pause, while the diamonds continued to 
flow in threads of fire through Mrs. Amherst's fingers. 

At length Justine said: "Did Mr. Amherst know that 
you knew he was coming back before you left for Mrs. 
Carbury's?" 

Bessy feigned to meditate the question. "Did he 
know that I knew that he knew?" she mocked. "Yes 
— I suppose so — he must have known." She stifled a 
slight yawn as she drew herself languidly to her feet 

"Then he took that as your answer?" 

"My answer ?" 

"To his coming back " 

"So it appears. I told you he had shown unusual 
tact" Bessy stretched her softly tapering arms above 
her head and then dropped them along her sides with 
another yawn. "But it's almost morning — it's wicked 
of me to have kept you so late, when you must be up 
to look after all those people!" 

She flung her arms with a light gesture about Jus- 
tine's shoulders, and laid a dry kiss on her cheek. 

"Don't look at me with those big eyes — they've 
eaten up the whole of your face! And you needn't 
think I'm sorry for what I've done," she declared. "I'm 
not — the — least — little — atom — of a bit!" 
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JtfSWJE' was pacing the long library at Lynbrook, 
between the caged sets of standard authors. 

She felt as much caged as they: as much a part of 
a conventional stage-setting totally unrelated to the action 
going on before it. Two weeks had passed since her 
return from Philadelphia; and during that time she had 
learned that her usefulness at Lynbrook was over. 
Though not unwelcome, she might almost call herself 
unwanted; life swept by, leaving her tethered to the 
stake of inaction; a bitter lot for one who chose to 
measure existence by deeds instead of days. She had 
found Bessy ostensibly busy with a succession of guests; 
no one in the house needed her but Cicely, and even 
Cicely, at times, was caught up into the whirl of her 
mother's life, swept off on sleighing parties and motor- 
trips, or carried to town for a dancing-class or an opera 
matinee* 

Mrs. Fenton Carbury was not among the visitors who 
left Lynbrook on the Monday after Justine's return. 

Mr. Carbury, with the other bread-winners of the 
party, had hastened back to his treadmill in Wall Street 
after a Sunday spent in silently studying the files of the 
Financial Record; but his wife stayed on, somewhat 
aggressively in possession, criticising and rearranging the 
furniture, ringing for the servants, making sudden 
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demands on the stable, telegraphing, telephoning, order- 
ing fires lighted or windows opened, and leaving every- 
where in her wake a trail of cigarette ashes and cock- 
tail glasses. 

Ned Bowfort had not been included in the house- 
party; but on the day of its dispersal he rode over un- 
announced for luncheon, put up his horse in the stable, 
threaded his way familiarly among the dozing dogs in 
the hall, greeted Mrs. Ansell and Justine with just the 
right shade of quiet deference, produced from his 
pocket a new puzzle-game for Cicely, and sat down be- 
side her mother with the quiet urbanity of the family 
friend who knows his privileges but is too discreet to 
abuse them. 

After that he came every day, sometimes riding 
home late to the Hunt Club, sometimes accompanying 
Bessy and Mrs. Carbury to town for dinner and the 
theatre; but always with his deprecating air of having 
dropped in by accident, and modestly hoping that his 
intrusion was not unwelcome. 

The following Sunday brought another influx of 
visitors, and Bessy seemed to fling herself with renewed 
enthusiasm into the cares of hospitality. She had 
avoided Justine since their midnight talk, contriving to 
see her in Cicely's presence, or pleading haste when 
they found themselves alone. The winter was unusually 
open, and she spent long hours in the saddle when her 
time was not taken up with her visitors. For awhile 
she took Cicely on her daily rides; but she soon 
wearied of adapting her hunter's stride to the pace of 
the little girPs pony, and Cicely was once more given 
over to the coachman's care. 
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Then came snow and a long frost, and Bessy grew 
restless at her imprisonment, and grumbled that there 
was no way of keeping well in a winter climate which 
made regular exercise impossible. 

"Why not build a squash-court?" Blanche Carbury 
proposed; and the two fell instantly to making plans 
under the guidance of Ned Bowfort and Westy Gaines. 
As the scheme developed, various advisers suggested 
that it was a pity not to add a bowling-alley, a swim- 
ming-tank and a gymnasium; a fashionable architect 
was summoned from town, measurements were taken, 
sites discussed, sketches compared, and engineers con- 
sulted as to the cost of artesian wells and the best 
system for heating the tank. 

Bessy seemed filled with a feverish desire to carry 
out the plan as quickly as possible, and on as large a 
scale as even the architect's invention soared to; but 
it was finally decided that, before signing the contracts, 
she should run over to New Jersey to see a building of 
the same kind on which a sporting friend of Mrs. Car- 
bury's had recently lavished a fortune. 

It was on this errand that the two ladies, in company 
with Westy Gaines and Bowfort, had departed on the 
day which found Justine restlessly measuring the length 
of the library. She and Mrs. Ansell had the house to 
themselves; and it was hardly a surprise to her when, 
in the course of the afternoon, Mrs. Ansell, after a 
discreet pause on the threshold, advanced toward her 
down the long room. 

Since the night of her return Justine had felt sure 
that Mrs. Ansell would speak; but the elder lady was 
given to hawk-like circlings about her subject, to hanging 
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over it and contemplating it before her wings dropped 
for the descent 

Now, however, it was plain that she had resolved to 
strike; and Justine had a sense of relief at the thought. 
She had been too long isolated in her anxiety, her 
powerlessness to help; and she had a vague hope that 
Mrs. Ansell's worldly wisdom might accomplish what her 
inexperience had failed to achieve. 

"Shall we sit by the fire? I am glad to find you 
alone," Mrs. Ansell began, with the pleasant abrupt- 
ness that was one of the subtlest instruments of her 
indirection; and as Justine acquiesced, she added, 
yielding her slight lines to the luxurious depths of an 
armchair: "I have been rather suddenly asked by an 
invalid cousin to go to Europe with her next week, and 
I can't go contentedly without being at peace about 
our friends." 

She paused, but Justine made no answer. In spite 
of her growing sympathy for Mrs. Ansell she could not 
overcome an inherent distrust, not of her meOiods, but 
of her ultimate object What, for instance, was her 
conception of being at peace about the Amhersts? 
Justine's own conviction was that, as far as their final 
welfare was concerned, any terms were better between 
them than the external harmony which had prevailed 
during Amherst's stay at L)nibrook. 

The subtle emanation of her distrust may have been 
felt by Mrs. Ansell; for the latter presently continued, 
with a certain nobleness: "I am the more concerned 
because I believe I must hold myself, in a small degree, 
responsible for Bessy's marriage — " and, as Justine 
looked at her in surprise, she added: "I thought she 
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could never be happy unless her affections were satisfied 
— and even now I believe so." 

"I believe so too," Justine said, surprised into assent 
by the simplicity of Mrs. AnselPs declaration. 

"Well, then — since we are agreed in our diagnosis," 
the older woman went on, smiling, "what remedy do 
you suggest? Or rather, how can we administer it?" 

"What remedy?" Justine hesitated. 

"Oh, I believe we are agreed on that too. Mr. 
Amherst must be brought back — but how to bring 
him?" She paused, and then added, with a singular 
effect of appealing frankness: "I ask you, because I 
believe you to be the only one of Bessy's friends who 
is in the least in her husband's confidence." 

Justine's embarrassment increased. Would it not be 
disloyal both to Bessy and Amherst to acknowledge to 
a third person a fact of which Bessy herself was un- 
aware? Yet to betray embarrassment under Mrs. An- 
sell's eyes was to risk giving it a dangerous significance. 

"Bessy has spoken to me once or twice — but I know 
very little of Mr. Amherst's point of view; except," 
Justine added, after another moment's weighing of 
alternatives, "that I believe he suffers most from being 
cut off from his work at Westmore." 

"Yes — so I think; but that is a difficulty that time 
and expediency must adjust. All we can do — their 
friends, I mean — is to get them together again before 
the breach is too wide." 

Justine pondered. She was perhaps more ignorant 
of the situation than Mrs. Ansell imagined, for since her 
talk with Bessy the latter had not again alluded to 
Amherst's absence, and Justine could merely conjecture 
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that he had carried out his plan of taking the manage- 
ment of the mill he had spoken of What she most 
wished to know was whether he had listened to her 
entreaty, and taken the position temporarily, without 
binding himself by the acceptance of a salary; or 
whether, wounded by the outrage of Bessy's flight, he 
had freed himself from financial dependence by engaging 
himself definitely as manager. 

"I really know very little of the present situation," 
Justine said, looking at Mrs. Ansell. "Bessy merely 
told me that Mr. Amherst had taken up his old work 
in a cotton mill in the south." 

As her eyes met Mrs. AnselPs it flashed across her 
that the latter did not believe what she said, and the 
perception made her instantly shrink back into herself. 
But there was nothing in Mrs. AnselPs tone to confirm 
the doubt which her look betrayed. 

"Ah — I hoped you knew more," she said simply; 
"for, like you, I have only heard from Bessy that her 
husband went away suddenly to help a friend who is 
reorganising some mills in Georgia. Of course, under 
the circumstances, such a temporary break is natural 
enough — perhaps inevitable — only he must not stay 
away too long." 

Justine was silent. Mrs. AnselPs momentary self- 
betrayal had checked all further possibility of frank 
communion, and the discerning lady had seen her error 
too late to remedy it. 

But her hearer's heart gave a leap of joy. It was 
dear from what Mrs. Ansell said that Amherst had not 
bound himself definitely, since he would not have done 
so without informing his wife. And with a secret thrill 
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of happiness Justine recalled his last word to her: "I 
will remember all you have said." 

He had kept that word and acted on it; in spite of 
Bessy's last assault on his pride he had borne with her, 
and deferred the day of final rupture; and the sense 
that she had had a part in his decision filled Justine 
with a glow of hope. The consciousness of Mrs. An- 
sell's suspicions faded to insignificance — Mrs. Ansell and 
her kind might think what they chose, since all that 
mattered now was that she herself should act bravely 
and circumspectly in her last attempt to save her friends. 

"I am not sure," Mrs. Ansell continued, gently 
scrutinising her companion, "that I think it unwise of 
him to have gone; but if he stays too long Bessy may 
listen to bad advice — advice disastrous to her happi- 
ness." She paused, and turned her eyes meditatively 
toward the fire. "As far as I know," she said, with 
the same air of serious candour, "you are the only per- 
son who can tell him this." 

"I? " exclaimed Justine, with a leap of colour to her 
pale cheeks. 

Mrs. AnselPs eyes continued to avoid her. "My dear 
Miss Brent, Bessy has told me something of the wise 
counsels you have given her. Mr. Amherst is also your 
friend. As I said just now, you are the only person 
who might act as a link between them — surely you will 
not renounce the role," 

Justine controlled herself. "My only role, as you 
call it, has been to urge Bessy to — to try to allow for 
her husband's views " 

"And have you not given the same advice to Mr. 
Amherst?" 
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The eyes of the two women met. "Yes," said Jus- 
tine, after a moment 

"Then why refuse your help now? The moment is 
crucial." 

Justine's thoughts had flown beyond the stage of 
resenting Mrs. Ansell's gentle pertinacity. All her facul- 
ties were absorbed in the question as to how she 
could most effectually use whatever influence she pos- 
sessed. 

"I put it to you as one old friend to another — will 
you write to Mr. Amherst to come back?" Mrs. Ansell 
urged her. 

Justine was past considering even the strangeness of 
this request, and its oblique reflection on the^kind of 
power ascribed to her. Through the confused beatings 
of her heart she merely struggled for a clearer sense of 
guidance. 

"No," she said slowly. "I cannot" 

"You cannot? With a friend's happiness in ex- 
tremity?" Mrs. Ansell paused a moment before she 
added. "Unless you believe that Bessy would be hap- 
pier divorced?" 

"Divorced — ? Oh, no," Justine shuddered. 

"That is what it will come to." 

"No, no! In time " 

"Time is what I am most afraid of, when Blanche 
Carbury disposes of it" 

Justine breathed a deep sigh. 

"You'll write?" Mrs. Ansell murmured, laying a soft 
touch on her hand. 

"I have not the influence you think " 

"Can you do any harm by trying?" 
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**! might — " Justine faltered, losing her exact sense 
of the words she used 

''Ah," the other flashed back, ''then jrou have in- 
fluence! Why will you not use it?" 

Justine waited a moment; then her resolve gathered 
itself into words. "If I have any influence, I am not 
sure it would be well to use it as you suggest" 

"Not to urge Mr. Amherst's return?" 

"No — not now." 

She caught the same veiled gleam of increduUty 
under Mrs. Ansell's lids — caught and disregarded it 

**It must be now or never," Mrs. Ansell insisted. 

"I can't think so," Justine held out 

"Nevertheless — will you try?" 

"No— no! It might be fatal." 

"To whom?" 

"To both." She considered. "If he came back 
now I know he would not stay." 

Mrs. Ansell was upon her abruptly. "You know? 
Then you speak with authority?" 

**No — what authority? I speak as I feel," Justine 
faltered. 

The older woman drew herself to her feet "Ah — 
then you shoulder a great responsibility!" She moved 
nearer to Justine, and once more laid a fugitive touch 
upon her. "You won't write to him?" 

"No — no," the girl flung back; and the voices of 
the returning party in the hall made Mrs. Ansell, with 
an almost imperceptible gesture of warning, turn mus- 
ingly away toward the fire. 

Bessy came back brimming with the wonders she had 
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seen. A glazed "sun-room," mosaic pavements, a marble 
fountain to feed the marble tank^ — and outside a water- 
garden, descending in successive terraces, to take up 
and utilise — one could see how practically! — the over- 
flow from the tank. If one did the thing at all, why 
not do it decently? She had given up her new motor, 
had let her town house, had pinched and stinted her- 
self in a hundred ways — if ever woman was entitled 
to a little compensating pleasure, surely she was that 
woman! 

The days were crowded with consultations. Archi- 
tect, contractors, engineers, a landscape gardener, and 
a dozen minor craftsmen, came and went, unrolled 
plans, moistened pencils, sketched, figured, argued, per- 
suaded, and filled Bessy with the dread of appearing, 
under Blanche Carbury's eyes, subject to any restrain- 
ing influences of economy. What! She was a young 
woman, with an independent fortune, and she was al- 
ways wavering, considering, secretly referring back to 
the mute criticism of an invisible judge — of the husband 
who had been first to shake himself free of any mutual 
subjection? The accomplished Blanche did not have to 
say this — she conveyed it by the raising of painted 
brows, by a smile of mocking interrogation, a judiciously 
placed silence or a resigned glance at the architect. 
So the estimates poured in, were studied, resisted — 
then yielded to and signed; then the hour of advance 
payments struck, and an imperious appeal was des- 
patched to Mr. Tredegar, to whom the management of 
Bessy's affairs had been transferred. 

Mr. Tredegar, to his client's surprise, answered the 
appeal in person. He had not been lately to Lynbrook, 

17^ Fruit of the Tree, II. 4 
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dreading the cold and damp of the country in winter; 
and his sudden arrival had therefore an ominous signi- 
ficance. 

He came for an evening in mid-week, when even 
Blanche Carbury was absent, and Bessy and Justine 
had the house to themselves. Mrs. Ansell had sailed 
the week before with her invalid cousin. No further 
words had passed between herself and Justine — but the 
latter was conscious that their talk had increased in- 
stead of lessened the distance between them. Justine 
herself meant to leave soon. Her hope of regaining 
Bessy's confidence had been deceived, and seeing her- 
self definitely superseded, she chafed anew at her pur- 
poseless inactivity. She had already written to one or 
two doctors in New York, and to the matron of Saint 
Elizabeth's. She had made herself a name in surgical 
cases, and it could not be long before a summons 
came. . . 

Meanwhile Mr. Tredegar arrived, and the three dined 
together, the two women bending meekly to his discourse, 
which was never more oracular and authoritative than 
when delivered to the gentler sex alone. Amherst's ab- 
sence, in particular, seemed to loose the thin current of 
Mr. Tredegar's eloquence. He was never quite at ease 
in the presence of an independent mind, and Justine 
often reflected that, even had the two men known no- 
thing of each other's views, there would have been be- 
tween them an instinctive and irreducible hostility — 
they would have disliked each other if they had merely 
jostled elbows in the street 

Yet even freed from Amherst's presence Mr. Tred- 
egar showed a darkling brow, and as Justine slipped 
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away after dinner she felt that she left Bessy to some- 
thing more serious than the usual business conference. 

How serious, she was to learn that very night, when, 
in the small hours, her friend burst in on her tearfully. 
Bessy was ruined — ruined — that was what Mr. Tredegar 
had come to tell her! She might have known he would 
not have travelled to Ljmbrook for a trifle. . . She had 
expected to find herself cramped, restricted — to be 
warned that she must "manage," hateful word! . . . 
But this! This was incredible! Unendurable! There 
was no money to build the gymnasium — none at all! 
And all because it had been swallowed up at Westmore 
— because the ridiculous changes there, the changes 
that nobody wanted, nobody approved of — that Trus- 
comb and all the other experts had opposed and de- 
rided from the first — these changes, even modified and 
arrested, had already involved so much of her income, 
that it might be years — yes, he said years! — before she 
would feel herself free again — free of her own fortune, 
of Cicely's fortune ... of the money poor Dick West- 
more had meant his wife and child to enjoy! 

Justine listened anxiously to this confused outpour- 
ing of resentments. Bessy's born incapacity for figures 
made it indeed possible that the facts came on her as 
a surprise — that she had quite forgotten the temporary 
reduction of her income, and had begun to imagine 
that what she had saved in one direction was hers to 
spend in another. All this was conceivable. But why 
had Mr. Tredegar drawn so dark a picture of the 
future? Or was it only that, thwarted of her imme- 
diate desire, Bessy's disappointment blackened the 
farthest verge of her horizon? Justine, though aware of 
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her friend's lack of perspective, suspected that a con- 
niving hand had helped to throw the prospect out of 
drawing. . . 

Could it be possible, then, that Mr. Tredegar was 
among those who desired a divorce? That the in- 
fluences at which Mrs. Ansell had hinted proceeded not 
only from Blanche Carbury and her group? Helpless 
amid this rush of forebodings, Justine could do no more 
than soothe and restrain — to reason would have been 
idle. She had never till now realised ho^ completely 
she had lost ground with Bessy. 

"The humiUation — before my friends! Oh, I was 
warned. . . my father, everyone. . . for Cicel)r's sake 
I was warned. . . but I wouldn't listen — and now/ 
From the first it was all he cared for — in Europe, 
even, he was always dragging me to factories. Ms? 
— I was only the owner of Westmore! He wanted 
power — power, that's all — when he lost it he left me 
. . . oh, I'm glad now my baby is dead! Glad there's 
nothing between us — nothing, nothing in the world to 
tie us together any longer!" 

The disproportion between this violent grief and its 
trivial cause would have struck Justine as simply 
grotesque, had she not understood that the incident of 
the gymnasium, which followed with cumulative pressure 
on a series of similar episodes, seemed to Bessy like the 
reaching out of a retaliatory hand — a mocking reminder 
that she was still imprisoned in the consequences of her 
unhappy marriage. 

Such folly seemed past weeping for — it froze Justine's 
compassion into disdain, till she remembered that the 
sources of our sorrow are sometimes nobler than tfieir 
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means of expression, and that a baffled unappeased 
love was perhaps the real cause of Bessy's anger against 
her husband. 

At any rate, the moment was a critical one, and 
Justine remembered with a pang that Mrs. Ansell had 
foreseen such a contingency, and implored her to take 
measures against it She had refused, from a sincere 
dread of precipitating a definite estrangement — but had 
she been right in judging the situation so logically? 
With a creature of Bessy's emotional uncertainties the 
result of cont^iding influences was really incalculable — 
it might still be that, at this juncture, Amherst's return 
would bring about a reaction of better feelings. . . 

Justine sat and mused on these things after leaving 
her friend exhausted upon a tearful pillow. She 
felt that she had perhaps taken too large a survey 
of the situation — that the question whether there 
could ever be happiness between this tormented pair 
was not one to concern those who struggled for their 
welfare. Most marriages are a patch-work of jarring 
tastes and ill-assorted ambitions — if here and there, 
for a moment, two colours blend, two textures are 
the same, so much the better for the pattern! Justine, 
certainly, could foresee in reunion no positive hap- 
piness for either of her friends; but she saw positive 
disaster for Bessy in separation from her husband. . . 

Suddenly she rose from her chair by the falling fire, 
and crossed over to the writing-table. She would write 
to Amherst herself — she would tell him to come. The 
decision once reached, hope flowed back to her heart — 
the joy of action so often deceived her into immediate 
faith in its results! 
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"Dear Mr. Amherst," she wrote, "the last time I 
saw you, you told me you would remember what I said. 
I ask you to do so now — to remember that I urged you 
not to be away too long. I believe you ought to come 
back now, though I know Bessy will not ask you to. I 
am writing without her knowledge, but with the con- 
viction that she needs you, though perhaps without know- 
ing it herself. . ." 

She paused, and laid down her pen. Why did it 
make her so happy to write to him? Was it merely 
the sense of recovered helpfulness, or something warmer, 
more personal, that made it a joy to trace his name, 
and to remind him of theu: last intimate exchange of 
words? Well — perhaps it was that too. There were 
moments when she was so mortally lonely that any 
sympathetic contact with another life sent a glow into 
her veins — that she was thankful to warm herself at 
any fire. 
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XXV. 

Bessy, languidly glancing through her midday mail 
some five days later, uttered a slight exclamation as she 
withdrew her finger-tip from the flap of the envelope she 
had begun to open. 

It was a black sleety day, with an east wind bowing 
the trees beyond the drenched window-panes, and the 
two friends, after luncheon, had withdrawn to the 
library, where Justine sat writing notes for Bessy, while 
the latter lay back in her armchair, in the state of 
dreamy listlessness into which she always sank when 
not under the stimulus of amusement or exercise. 

She sat suddenly upright as her eyes fell on the 
letter. 

"I beg your pardon! I thought it was for me," she 
said, holding it out to Justine. 

The latter reddened as she glanced at the super- 
scription. It had not occurred to her that Amherst 
would reply to her appeal: she had pictured him spring- 
ing on the first north-bound train, perhaps not even 
pausing to announce his return to his wife. . . And to 
receive his letter under Bessy's eye was undeniably em- 
barrassing, since Justine felt the necessity of keeping her 
intervention secret 

But imder Bess/s eye she certainly was — it con- 
tinued to rest on her curiously, speculatively, with an 
undergleam of malicious significance. 
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"So stupid of me — I can't imagine why I should 
have expected my husband to write to me ! *' Bessy went 
on, leaning back in lazy contemplation of her other 
letters, but still obliquely including Justine in her angle 
of vision. 

The latter, after a moment's pause, broke the seal 
and read. 

"MUlfield, Georgia. 

"My dear Miss Brent, 

"Your letter reached me yesterday and I have 
thought it over carefully. I appreciate the feeUng that 
prompted it — but I don't know that any friend, how- 
ever kind and discerning, can give the final advice in 
such matters. You tell me you are sure my wife will 
not ask me to return — well, under present conditions 
that seems to me a sufficient reason for sta)ring away. 

"Meanwhile, I assure you that I have remembered 
all you said to me that day. I have made no binding 
arrangement here — nothing to involve my future action 
— and I have done this solely because you asked it 
This will tell you better than words how much I value 
your advice, and what strong reasons I must have for 
not following it now. 

"I suppose there are no more exploring parties in 
this weather. I wish I could show Cicely some of the 
birds down here. 

"Yours faithfully, 

"John Amherst 

"Please don't let my wife ride Impulse." 

Latent under Justine's acute consciousness of what 
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4is Jetter meant, was the sense of Bessy's inferences and 
conjectures. She could feel them actually piercing the 
page in her hand like some hypersensitive visual organ 
to which matter offers no obstruction. Or rather, baffled 
in their endeavour, they were evoking out of the un- 
seen, heaven knew what fantastic structure of intrigue — 
scrawling over the innocent page with burning evidences 
of perfidy and collusion. . . 

One thing became instantly clear to her: she must 
show the letter to Bessy. She ran her eyes over it 
again, trying to disentangle the consequences. There 
was the allusion to their talk in town — well, she had 
told Bessy of that! But the careless reference to their 
woodland excursions — what might not Bessy, in her 
present mood, make of it? Justine's uppermost thought 
was of distress at the failure of her plan. Perhaps she 
might still have induced Amherst to come back, had it 
not been for this accident; but now that hope was 
destroyed. 

She raised her eyes and met Bessy's. "Will you 
read it?" she said, holding out the letter. 

Bessy received it with lifted brows, and a protesting 
murmur — but as she read, Justine saw the blood mount 
under her clear skin, invade the temples, the nape, even 
the little flower-like ears; then it receded as suddenly, 
ebbing at last from the very lips, so that the smile 
with which she looked up from her reading was as 
white as if she had been under the stress of physical pain. 

"So you have written my husband to come back?" 

"As you see." 

Bessy looked her straight in the eyes. "I am very 
much obliged to you — extremely obliged!" 
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Justine met the look quietly. "Which means that 
you resent my interference " 

"Oh, I leave you to call it that!" Bessy mocked, 
tossing the letter down on the table at her side. 

"Bessy! Don't take it in that way. If I made a 
mistake I did so with the hope of helping you. How 
can I stand by, after all these months together, and see 
you deliberately destroying your life without trying to 
stop you?" 

The smile withered on Bessy's lips. "It is very dear 
and good of you — I know you're never happy unless 
you're helping people — but in this case I can only 
repeat what my husband says. He and 1 don't often 
look at things in the same light — but I quite agree with 
him that the management of such matters is best left to 
— to the persons concerned." 

Justine hesitated. "I might answer that, if you take 
that view, it was inconsistent of you to talk with me 
so openly. You've certainly made me feel that you 
wanted help — you've turned to me for it But perhaps 
that does not justify my writing to Mr. Amherst without 
your knowing it" 

Bessy laughed. "Ah, my dear, you knew that if you 
asked me the letter would never be sent!" 

"Perhaps I did," said Justine simply. "I was tr3dng 
to help you against your will." 

"Well, you see the result." Bessy laid a derisive 
touch on the letter. "Do you understand now whose 
fault it is if I am alone?" 

Justine faced her steadily. "There is nothing in 
Mr. Amherst's letter to make me change my opinion. I 
still think it lies with you to bring him back." 
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Bessy raised a glittering face to her — all hardness 
and laughter. "Such modesty, my dear! As if I had a 
chance of succeeding where you failed!" 

She sprang up, brushing the curls from her temples 
with a petulant gesture. "Don't mind me if I*m cross 
— but I've had a dose of preaching from Maria Ansell, 
and I don't know why my friends should treat me like 
a puppet without any preferences of my own, and press 
me upon a man who has done his best to show that 
he doesn't want me. As a matter of fact, he and I are 
luckily agreed on that point too — and I'm afraid all the 
good advice in the world won't persuade us to change 
our opinion!" 

Justine held her ground. "If I believed that of 
either of you, I shouldn't have written — I should not 
be pleading with you now — And Mr. Amherst doesn't 
believe it either," she added, after a pause, conscious of 
the risk she was taking, but thinking the words might 
act like a blow in the face of a person sinking under a 
deadly narcotic. 

Bessy's smile deepened to a sneer. "I see you've 
talked me over thoroughly — and on his views I ought 
perhaps not to have risked an opinion " 

"We have not talked you over," Justine exclaimed. 
"Mr. Amherst could never talk of you. . . in the way 
you think. . ." And under the light staccato of Bessy's 
laugh she found resolution to add: "It is not in that way 
that I know what he feels." 

"Ah? I should be curious to hear, then " 

Justine turned to the letter, which still lay between 
them. "Will you read the last sentence again? The 
postscript, I mean." 
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Bessy, after a surprised glance at her, took the letter 
up with the deprecating murmur of one who acts under 
compulsion rather than dispute about a trifle. 

"The postscript? Let me see. . . 'Don't let my wife 
ride Impulse.' — Et puis?" she murmured, dropping 
the page again. 

"Well, does it tell you nothing? It's a cold letter 
— at first I thought so — the letter of a man who be- 
lieves himself deeply hurt — so deeply that he will make 
no advance, no sign of relenting. That's what I thought 
when I first read it . . but the postscript undoes 
it all." 

Justine, as she spoke, had drawn near Bessy, laying 
a hand on her arm, and shedding on her the radiance 
of a face all charity and sweet compassion. It was 
her rare gift, at such moments, to forget her own rela- 
tion to the person for whose fate she was concerned, 
to cast aside all consciousness of criticism and distrust 
in the heart she strove to reach, as pitiful people forget 
their physical timidity in the attempt to help a wounded 
animal. 

For a moment Bessy seemed to waver. The colour 
flickered faintly up her cheek, her long lashes drooped 
— she had the tenderest lids! — and all her face seemed 
melting under the beams of Justine's ardour. But 
the letter was still in her hand — her eyes, in sinking, 
fell upon it, and she sounded beneath her breath the 
fatal phrase: "*I have done this solely because you 
asked it' 

"After such a tribute to your influence I don't 
wonder you feel competent to set everybody's affairs in 
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order! But take my advice, my dear — don't ask me 
not to ride Impulse!" 

The pity froze on Justine's lip: she shrank back cut 
to the quidc For a moment the silence between the 
two women rang with the flight of arrowy, wounding 
thoughts; then Bessy's anger flagged, she gave one of 
her embarrassed half laughs, and turning back, laid a 
deprecating touch on her friend's arm. 

"I didn't mean that, Justine. . . but let us not talk 
now — I can't!" 

Justine did not move: the reaction could not come 
as quickly in her case. But she turned on Bessy two 
eyes full of pardon, full of speechless pity. . . and Bessy 
received the look silently before she moved to the door 
and went out 

"Oh, poor thing — poor thing!" Justine gasped as 
the door closed. 

She had already forgotten her own hurt — she was 
alone again with Bessy's sterile pain. She stood 
staring before her for a moment — then her eyes fell on 
Amherst's letter, which had fluttered to the floor be- 
tween them. The fatal letter! If it had not come at 
that imlucky moment perhaps she might still have 
gained her end. . . She picked it up and re-read it 
Yes — there were phrases in it that a wounded suspicious 
heart might misconstrue. . . Yet Bessy's last words 
had absc^ved her. . . Why had she not answered them? 
Why had she stood there dumb? The blow to her 
pride had been too deep, had been dealt too unex- 
pectedly — for one miserable moment she had thought 
first of herself! Ah, that importunate, irrepressible 
self — the moi hai'ssable of the Christian — if only one 
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could tear it from one's breast! She had missed 
an opportunity — her last opportunity perhaps! By 
this time, even, a hundred hostile influences, cold 
whispers of vanity, of selfishness, of worldly pride, 
might have drawn their freezing ring about Bessy's 
heart. . . . 

Justine started up to follow her . . . then paused, 
recalling her last words. "Let us not talk now — I 
can't!" She had no right to intrude on that bleeding 
privacy — if the chance had been hers she had lost it 
She dropped back into her seat at the desk, hiding her 
face in her hands. 

Presently she heard the clock strike, and true to her 
tireless instinct of activity, she lifted her head, took up 
her pen, and went on with the correspondence she had 
dropped. ... It was hard at first to collect her thoughts, 
or even to summon to her pen the conventional phrases 
that sufficed for most of the notes. Groping for a 
word, she pushed aside her writing and stared out at 
the sallow frozen landscape framed by the window at 
which she sat The sleet had ceased, and hollows of 
sunless blue showed through the driving wind-clouds. 
A hard sky and a hard ground — frost-bound ringing 
earth under rigid ice-mailed trees. 

As Justine looked out, shivering a little, she saw a 
woman's figure riding down the avenue toward the gate. 
The figure disappeared behind a clump of evergreens 
— showed again farther down, through the boughs of 
a skeleton beech — and revealed itself in the next open 
space as Bessy — Bessy in the saddle on a day of glaring 
frost, when no horse could keep his footing out of a 
walk! 
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Justine went to the window and strained her eyes 
for a confirming glimpse. Yes — it was Bessy! There 
was no mistaking that light flexible figure, every line 
swaying true to the beat of the horse's stride. But 
Justine remembered that Bessy had not meant to ride 
— had countermanded her horse because of the bad 
going. . . . Well, she was a perfect horsewoman and had 
no doubt chosen her surest-footed mount . . . probably 
the brown cob, Tony Lumpkin. 

But when did Ton/s sides shine so bright through 
the leafless branches? And when did he sweep his 
rider on with such long free play of the hind-quarters? 
Horse and rider shot into sight again, rounding the 
curve of the avenue near the gates, and in a break of 
sunlight Justine saw the glitter of chestnut flanks — and 
remembered that Impulse was the only chestnut in the 
stables. . . . 

She went back to her seat and continued writing. 
Bessy had left a formidable heap of bills and letters; 
and when this was demolished, Justine had her own 
correspondence to despatch. She had heard that morn- 
ing from the matron of Saint Elizabeth's: an interest- 
ing "case" was offered her, but she must come within 
two days. For the first few hours she had wavered, 
loath to leave Lynbrook without some definite Ught on 
her friend's future; but now Amherst's letter had shed 
that light — or rather, had deepened the obscurity — and 
she had no pretext for lingering on where her useless- 
ness had been so amply demonstrated. 

She wrote to the matron accepting the engagement; 
and the acceptance involved the writing of other letters. 
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the general reorganising of that minute polity, the life 
of Justine Brent She smiled a little to think how 
easily she could be displaced and transplanted — how 
slender were her material impedimenta, how few her 
invisible bonds! She was as light and detachable as 
a dead leaf on the autumn breeze — yet she was in the 
season of sap and flower, when there is life and song 
in the trees! 

But she did not think long of herself, for an un- 
definable anxiety ran through her thoughts like a black 
thread. It found expression, now and then, in the long 
glances she threw through the window — in her rising 
to consult the clock and compare her watch with it — 
in a nervous snatch of humming as she paced the room 
once or twice before going back to her desk. . . . 

Why was Bessy so late? Dusk was falling already 
— the early end of the cold slate-hued day. But Bessy 
always rode late — there was always a rational answer 
to Justine's irrational conjectures. ... It was the sight 
of those chestnut flanks that tormented her — she knew 
of Bessy's previous struggles with the mare. But the 
indulging of idle apprehensions was not in her nature, 
and when the tea-tray came, and with it Cicely, sparkling 
from a gusty walk, and coral-pink in her cloud of 
crinkled hair, Justine sprang up and cast off" her cares. 

It cost her a pang, again, to see the lamps lit and 
the curtains drawn — shutting in the warmth and bright- 
ness of the house from that wind-swept frozen twilight 
through which Bessy rode alone. But the icy touch of 
the thought slipped from Justine's mind as she bent 
above the tea-tray, gravely measuring Cicely's miflc into 
a "grown-up" teacup, hearing the confidential details of 
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the child's day, and capping them with banter and 
fantastic narrative. 

She was not sorry to go — -ah, no! The house had 
become a prison to her, with ghosts walking its dreaiy 
floors. But to lose Cicely would be bitter^ — she had not 
felt how bitter till the child pressed against her in the 
firelight, insisting raptly, with little sharp elbows stabbing 
her knee; "And then what happened, Justine?" 

The door opened, and someone came in to look at 
the fire. Justine, through the mazes of her fairy-tale, 
was dimly conscious that it was Knowles, and not one 
of the footmen . . . the proud Knowies, who nevet- 
mended the fires himself. ... As he passed out again, 
hovering slowly down the long room, she rose, leaving 
Cicely on the hearthrug, and followed him to the door. 
I "Has Mrs. Amherst not come in?" she asked, not 

I knowing why she wished to ask it out of the child's 
hearing. 

"No, miss. I looked in myself to see — thinking she 
might have come by the side-door." 

"She may have gone to her sitting-room." 

"She's not upstairs." 

They both paused. Then Justine said: "What horse 
was she riding?" 

"Impulse, miss." The butler looked at his large 
responsible watch. "Ifs not late — " he said, more to 
himself than to her, 

"No. Has she been riding Impulse lately?" 

"No, miss. Not since that day the mate nearly had 
her off. I understood Mr. Amherst did not wish it." 

Justine went back to Cicely and the fairy-tale. — As 
1 she took up the thread of the Princess's adventures, she 
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asked herself why she had ever had any hope of hdp- 
ing Bessy. The seeds of disaster were in the poor 
creature's soul. . . . Even when she appeared to be 
moved, lifted out of herself, her escaping impulses were 
always dragged back to the magnetic centre of hard 
distrust and resistance that sometimes forms the core 
of soft-fibred natures. As she had answered her hus- 
band's previous appeal by her flight to the woman he 
disliked, so she answered this one by riding the horse 
he feared. . . . Justine's last illusions crumbled. The 
distance between two such natures was unspannable. 
Amherst had done well to remain away . . . and with 
a tidal rush her sympathies swept back to his side. . . . 

The governess came to claim Cicely. One of the 
footmen came to put another log on the fire. Then the 
rite of removing the tea-table was majestically performed 
— the ceremonial that had so often jarred on Amherst's 
nerves. As she watched it, Justine had a vague sense 
of the immutability of the household routine — a queer 
awed feehng that, whatever happened, a machine so 
perfectly adjusted would work on inexorably, like a 
natural law. . . . 

She rose to look out of the window, staring vainly 
into blackness between the parted curtains. As she 
turned back, passing the writing-table, she noticed that 
Cicely's irruption had made her forget to post her letters 
— an unusual oversight A glance at the clock told 
her that she was not too late for the mail — reminding 
her, at the same time, that it was scarcely three hours 
since Bessy had started on her ride. . . . She saw the 
foolishness of her fears. Even in winter, Bessy often 
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rode for more than three hours; and now that the days 
were growing longer 

Suddenly reassured, Justine went out into the hall, 
intending to carry her batch of letters to the red pillar- 
box by the door. As she did so, a cold blast struck 
her. Could it be that for once the faultless routine of 
the house had been relaxed, that one of the servants 
had left the outer door ajar? She walked over to the 
vestibule — yes, both doors were wide. The night rushed 
in on a vicious wind. As she pushed the vestibule 
door shut, she heard the dogs sniffing and whining on 
the threshold. She crossed the vestibule, and heard 
voices and the tramping of feet in the darkness — 
then saw a lantern gleam. Suddenly Knowles shot 
out of the night — the lantern struck on his bleached 
face. 

Justine, stepping back, pressed the electric button 
in the wall, and the wide doorstep was abruptly illu- 
minated, with its huddled, pushing, heavily-breathing 
group . . . black figures writhing out of darkness, strange 
faces distorted in the glare. 

"Bessy!" she cried, and sprang forward; but sud- 
denly Wyant was before her, his hand on her arm; and 
as the dreadful group struggled by into the hall, he 
froze her to him with a whisper: "The spine " 
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XXVL 

Within Justine there was a moment's darkness; 
then, Uke terror-struck workers rallying to their tasks, 
every faculty was again at its post, receiving and trans- 
mitting signals, taking observations, anticipating orders, 
making her brain ring with the hum of a controlled 
activity. 

She had known the sensation before — the transmut- 
ing of terror and pity into this miraculous lucidity of 
thought and action; but never had it snatched her from 
such depths. Oh, thank heaven for her knowledge now 
— for the trained mind that could take command of her 
senses and bend them firmly to its service! 

Wyant seconded her well, after a moment's ague-fit 
of fear. She pitied and pardoned the moment, aware 
of its cause, and respecting him for the way in which 
he rose above it into the clear air of professional self- 
command. Through the first hours they worked 
shoulder to shoulder, conscious of each other only as of 
kindred will-powers, stretched to the utmost tension of 
discernment and activity, and hardly needing speech or 
look to further their swift co-operation. It was thus 
that she had known him in the hospital, in the heat of 
his youthful zeal: the doctor she liked best to work 
with, because no other so tempered ardour with judg- 
ment. 
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The great surgeon, arriving from town at midnight, 
confirmed his diagnosis: there was undoubted injury 
to the spine. Other consultants were summoned in 
haste, and in the winter dawn the verdict was pro- 
nounced — a fractured vertebra, and possibly lesion of the 
cord. . . 

Justine got a moment alone when the surgeons re- 
turned to the sick-room. Other nurses were there now, 
capped, aproned, quickly and silently unpacking their 
appliances. . . She must call a halt, clear her brain 
again, decide rapidly what was to be done next . . 
Oh, if only the crawUng hours could bring Amherst! 
It was strange that there was no telegram yet — no, not 
strange, after all, since it was barely six in the morning, 
and her message had not been despatched till seven 
the night before. It was not unlikely that, in that 
little southern settlement, the telegraph office closed at 
six. 

She stood in Bessy's sitting-room, her forehead 
pressed to the window-pane, her eyes straining out into 
the thin February darkness, through which the morn- 
ing star swam white. As .soon as she had yielded her 
place to the other nurses her nervous tension relaxed, 
and she hung again above the deeps of anguish, terri- 
fied and weak. In a moment the necessity for action 
would snatch her back to a firm footing — her thoughts 
would clear, her will aflfirm itself, all the wheels of the 
complex machine resume their functions. But now she 
felt only the horror. . . , 

She knew so well what was going on in the next 
room. Dr. Garford, the great surgeon, who had known 
her at Saint Elizabeth's, had evidently expected her to 
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take command of the nurses he had brought from town ; 
but there were enough without her, and there were 
other cares which, for the moment, she only could 
assume — the despatching of messages to the scattered 
family, the incessant telephoning and telegraphing to 
town, the general guidance of the household swinging 
rudderless in the tide of disaster. Cicely, above all, 
must be watched over and guarded from alarm. The 
little governess, reduced to a twittering heap of fears, 
had been quarantined in a distant room till reason re- 
turned to her; and the child, meanwhile, slept quietly 
in the old nurse's care. 

Cicely would wake presently, and Justine must go 
up to her with a bright face; other duties would press 
thick on the heels of this; their feet were already on 
the threshold. But meanwhile she could only follow 
in imagination what was going on in the other 
room. . . 

She had often thought with dread of such a con- 
tingency. She always sympathised too much with her 
patients — she knew it was the joint in her armour. 
Her quick-gushing pity lay too near that professional 
exterior which she had managed to endue with such a 
bright glaze of insensibility that some sentimental 
patients — without much the matter — had been known 
to call her "a little hard." How, then, should she 
steel herself if it fell to her lot to witness a cruel acci- 
dent to someone she loved, and to have to perform a 
nurse's duties, steadily, expertly, unflinchingly, while 
every fibre was torn with inward anguish? 

She knew the horror of it now — and she knew also 
that her self-enforced exile from the sick-room was a 
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hundred times worse. To stand there, knowing, with 
each tick of the dock, what was being said and done 
within — how the great luxurious room, with its pale 
draperies and scented cushions, and the hundred pretty 
triHes strewing the lace toilet-table and the delicate old 
furniture, was being swept bare, cleared for action like 
a ship's deck, drearily garnished with rows of instru- 
ments, rolls of medicated cotton, oiled silk, bottles, 
bandages, water-pillows — all the grim paraphernalia of 
the awful rites of pain: to know this, and to be able 
to call up with torturing vividness that poor pale face 
on the pillows, vague-eyed, expressionless, perhaps, as 
she had last seen it, or — worse yet — stirred already with 
the first creeping pangs of consciousness: to have these 
images slowly, deliberately burn themselves into her 
brain, and to be aware, at the same time, of that under- 
lying moral disaster, of which the accident seemed the 
monstrous outward symbol — ah, this was worse than 
anything she had ever dreamed! 

She knew that the final verdict could not be pro- 
nounced till the operation which was about to take 
place should reveal the extent of injury to the spine. 
Bessy, in falling, must have struck on the back of her 
head and shoulders, and it was but too probable that 
the fractured vertebra had caused a bruise if not a lesion 
of the spinal cord. In that case paralysis was certain 
— and a slow crawling death the almost inevitable out- 
come. There had been cases, of course — Justine's pro- 
fessional memory evoked them — ^cases of so- called "re- 
covery," where actual death was kept at bay, a sem- 
blance of life preserved for years in the poor petrified 
body. . . But the mind shrank &om such a fate for 
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Bessy. And it might still be that the injury to the spine 
was not grave — though, here again, the fracturing of the 
fourth vertebra was ominous. 

The door opened and someone came from the inner 
room — Wyant, in search of an instrument-case. Justine 
turned and they looked at each other. 

<*It will be now?" 

"Yes. Dr. Garford asked if there was no one you 
could send for." 

"No one but Mr. Tredegar and the Halford Gaineses. 
They'll be here this evening, I suppose." 

They exchanged a discouraged glance, knowing how 
little difference the presence of the Halford Gaineses 
would make. 

"He wanted to know if there was no telegram from 
Amherst" 

"No." 

"Then they mean to begin." 

A nursemaid appeared in the doorway. "Miss 
Cicely — " she said; and Justine bounded upstairs. 

The day's work had begun. From Cicely to the 
governess — from the governess to the housekeeper — from 
the telephone to the writing-table — Justine vibrated back 
and forth, quick, noiseless, self-possessed — sobering, 
guiding, controlling her confused and panic-stricken 
world. It seemed to her that half the day had elapsed 
before the telegraph office at Lynbrook opened — she 
was at the telephone at the stroke of the hour. No 
telegram? Only one — a message from Halford Gaines 
— "Arrive at eight to-night" Amherst was still silent! 
Was there a difference of time to be allowed for? She 
tri^d tQ r^m^mber, to c^lcuUte, but her br^u was too 
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crowded with other thoughts. ■ . . She turned away from 
the iBstrumenl discouraged. 

Whenever she had time to think, she waB over- 
whelmed by the weight of her solitude. Mr. Langhope 
was in Egypt, accessible only through a London banker 
— Mrs. Ansell presumably wandering on the continent. 
Her cables might not reach them for days. And among 
the throng of Lynbrook habitues, she knew not to whom 
to turn. To loose the Telfer tribe and Mrs. Carbury 
upon that stricken house — -her thought revolted from 
it, and she was thankful to know that February had 
dispersed their migratory flock to southern shores. But 
if only Amherst would cornel 

Cicely and the tranquilHsed governess had been des- 
patched on a walk with the dogs, and Justine was re- 
turning upstairs when she met one of the servants with 
a telegram. She tore it open with a great throb of 
relief. It was her own message to Amherst — address 
unknown. . . . 

Had she misdirected it, then? In that first blinding 
moment her mind might so easily have failed her. But 
no — there was the name of the town before her . . . Mill- 
field, Georgia ... the same name as in his letter. , . . 
She had made no mistake, but he was gone! Gone — 
and without leaving an address. . . . For a moment her 
tired mind refused to work; then she roused herself, 
rail down the stairs again, and rang up the telegraph- 
ofRce. The thing to do, of course, was to telegraph 
to the owner of the mills — of whose very name she was 
ignorant! — inquiring where Amherst was, and asking 
bim to forward the message. Precious hours must be 
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lost meanwhile — but, after all, they were waiting for no 
one upstairs. 

The verdict had been pronounced: dislocation and 
fracture of the fourth vertebra, with consequent injury 
to the spinal cord. Dr. Garford and Wyant came out 
alone to tell her. The surgeon ran over the technical 
details, her brain instantly at attention as he developed 
his diagnosis and issued his orders. She asked no ques- 
tions as to the future — she knew it was impossible to 
tell. But there were no immediate signs of a fatal end- 
ing: the patient had rallied well, and the general con- 
ditions were not unfavourable. 

"You have heard from Mr. Amherst?" Dr. Garford 
concluded. 

"Not yet . . , he may be travelling," Justine faltered, 
unwilling to say that her telegram had been returned. 
As she spoke there was a tap on the door, and a folded 
paper was handed in — a telegram telephoned from the 
village. 

"Amherst gone South America to study possibilities 
cotton growing have cabled our correspondent Buenos 
Ayres" 

Concealment was no longer possible. Justine handed 
the message to the surgeon. 

"Ah — and there would be no chance of finding his 
address among Mrs. Amherst's papers?" 

"I think not— no." 

"Well — we must keep her alive, Wyant" 

"Yes, sir." 

At dusk, Justine sat in the library, waiting for Cicely 
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to be brought to her. A lull had descended on the 
house — a new order developed out of the morning's 
chaos. With soundless steps, with lowered voices, the 
machinery of life was carried on. And Justine, caught 
in one of the pauses of inaction which she had fought 
off since morning, was reliving, for the hundredth time, 
her few moments at Bessy's bedside. , . . 

She had been summoned in the course of the after- 
noon, and stealing into the darkened room, had bent 
over the bed while the nurses noiselessly withdrew. 
There lay the white face which had been burnt into her 
inward vision — the motionless body, and the head stirring 
ceaselessly, as though to release the agitation of the im- 
prisoned limbs. Bessy's eyes turned to her, drawing 
her down. 

"Am I going to die, Justine?" 

"No." 

"The pain is ... so awful . . ," 

"It will pass . , . you will sleep . . ." 

"Cicely " 

"She has gone for a walk. You'll see her pre- 
sently." 

The eyes faded, releasing Justine. She stole away, 
and the nurses came back, 

Bessy had spoken of Cicely — but not a word of her 
husband! Perhaps her poor dazed mind groped for 
him, or perhaps it shrank from his name . . . Justine 
was thankful for her silence. For the moment her 
heart was bitter against Amherst Why, so soon after 
her appeal and his answer, had he been false to the 
spirit of their agreement? This unannounced, unex- 
plained departure was nothing less than a breach of his 
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tacit pledge — the pledge not to break definitely with 
Lynbrook. And why had he gone to South America? 
She drew her aching brows together, trpng to retrace 
a vague memory of some allusion to the cotton-growing 
capabiHties of the region. . . . Yes, he had spoken of it 
once in talking of the world's area of cotton production. 
But what impulse had sent him off on such an explora- 
tion? Mere unrest, perhaps — the intolerable burden 
of his useless life? The questions spun round and 
round in her head, weary, profitless, yet persistent . . . 

It was a relief when Cicely came — a relief to measure 
out the cambric tea, to make the terrier beg for ginger- 
bread, even to take up the thread of the interrupted 
fairy-tale — though through it all she was wrung by the 
thought that, just twenty-four hours earlier, she and the 
child had sat in the same place, listening for the trot of 
Bessy's horse. . . . 

The day passed: the hands of the clocks moved, 
food was cooked and served, blinds were drawn up or 
down, lamps lit and fires renewed ... all these tokens 
of the passage of time took place before her, while her 
real consciousness seemed to hang in some dim central 
void, where nothing happened, nothing would ever 
happen. . . . 

And now Cicely was in bed, the last "long-distance" 
call was answered, the last orders to kitchen and stable 
had been despatched, Wyant had stolen down to her 
with his hourly report — "no change" — and she was 
waiting in the library for the Gaineses. 

Carriage-wheels on the gravel; they were there at 
last Justine started up and went into the hall. As 
she passed out of the library the outer door opened, 
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and the gusty night swooped in — as, at the same hour 
the day before, it had swooped in ahead of the dread- 
ful procession — preceding now the carriageful of Hana- 
ford relations: Mr. Gaines, red-glazed, brief and inter- 
rogatory; Westy, small, nervous, ill at ease with his 
grief; and Mrs. Gaines, supreme in the possession of a 
consolatory yet funereal manner, and sinking on Justine's 
breast with the solemn whisper: "Have you sent for the 
clergyman?" 
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XXVII. 

The house was empty again. 

A week had passed since Bess/s accident, and 
friends and relations had dispersed. The household 
had fallen into its routine, the routine of sickness and 
silence, and once more the perfectly-adjusted machine 
was working on steadily, inexorably, like a natural 

ICivfm • . • 

So at least it seemed to Justine's nerves, intolerably 
stretched, at times, on the rack of solitude, of suspense 
of forebodings. She had been thankful when the 
Gaineses left — doubly thankful when a telegram from 
Bermuda declared Mrs. Carbury to be "in despair" al 
her inability to fly to Bessy's side — thankful even that 
Mr. Tredegar's professional engagements made it im- 
possible for him to do more than come down, every 
second or third day, for a few hours; yet, though in 
some ways it was a relief to be again in sole command, 
there were moments when the weight of responsibility, 
and the inability to cry out her fears and her uncer- 
tainties, seemed almost unendurable. 

Wyant was her chief reliance. He had risen so gal- 
lantly above his weakness, become again so completely 
the indefatigable worker of former days, that she 
accused herself of injustice in ascribing to physical 
causes the vague eye and tremulous hand which might 
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Edy have betokened a passing access of nervous 
ibility. Now, at any rate, he had his nerves so 
oEii under control, and had shown such a grasp of the 
case, and such marked executive capacity, that on the 
third day after the accident Dr. Garford, withdrawing his 
own assistant, had left him in control at Lynbrook. 

At the same time Justine had taken up her attend- 
ance in the sick-room, replacing one of the subordinate 
nurses who had been suddenly called away. She had 
done this the more willingly because Bessy, who was 
now conscious for the greater part of the time, had 
asked for her once or twice, and had seemed easier 
when she was in the room. But she still gave only 
occasional aid, relieving the other nurses when they 
dined or rested, but keeping herself partly free in order 
to have an eye on the household, and give a few hours 
daily to Cicely. 

A!] this had become part of a system that already 
seemed as old as memory. She could hardly recall 
what life had been before the accident — the seven 
dreadful days seemed as long as the days of creation. 
Every morning she rose to the same report — ^"no 
change" — and every day passed without a word from 
Amherst. Minor news, of course, had come; poor Mr. 
Langhope, at length overtaken at Wady Haifa, was 
hastening back as fast as ship and rail could carry hira; 
Mrs. Ansell, anchored at Algiers with her invalid, cabled 
anxious enquiries; but still no word from Amherst The 
correspondent at Buenos Ayres had simply cabled "Not 
here. Will enquire" — and since then, silence. 

Justine had taken to sitting in a small room beyond 
Amhersfs bedroom, near enough to Bessy to be within 
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call, yet accessible to the rest of the household The 
walls were hung with old prints, and with two or three 
photographs of early Italian pictures; and in a low 
bookcase Amherst had put the books he had brought 
from Hanaford — the English poets, the Greek dramatists, 
some text -books of biology and kindred subjects; 
and a few stray well-worn volumes: Lecky's Euro- 
pean Morals, Carlyle*s translation of Wilhdm Meister, 
Seneca, Epictetus, a German grammar, a pocket 
Bacon. 

It was unlike any other room at Lynbrook — even 
through her benumbing misery, Justine felt the relief of 
escaping there from the rest of die great soulless house. 
Sometimes she took up one of the books and read a 
page or two, letting the beat of the verse lull her throb- 
bing brain, or the strong words of stoic wisdom sink 
into her heart And even when there was no time for 
these brief flights from reality, it soothed her to feel 
herself in the presence of great thoughts — to know that 
in this room, among these books, another restless 
baffled mind had sought escape from the "dusty 
answer" of life. Her hours there made her think less 
bitterly of Amherst — but also, alas, made her see more 
clearly the irreconcilable difference between the two 
natures she had striven to reunite. That which was 
the essence of life to one was a meaningless shadow to 
the other; and the gulf between them was too wide for 
the imagination of either to bridge. 

As she sat there on the seventh afternoon there was 
a knock on the door and Wyant entered. She had 
only time to notice that he was very pale — she had been 
struck once or twice with his look of sudden exhaustion, 
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which passed as quickly as it came — then she saw that 
he carried a telegram, and her mind flew back to its 
central anxiety. She grew pale herself as she read the 
message. 

"He has been found — at Corrientes. It will take 
him at least a month to get here." 
'A month — good God!" 

^And it may take Mr. Langhope longer." Their 
eyes met "It's too long ?" she asked. 

"I don't know — I don't know." He shivered slightly, 
turning away into the window. 

Justine sat down to dash off messages to Mr. Trede- 
gar and the Gaineses; Amherst's return must be made 
known at once. When she glanced up, Wyant was 
standing near her. His air of intense weariness had 
passed, and he looked calm and ready for action. 

"Shall I take these down?" 

"No. Ring, please. I want to ask you a few 
questions." 

The servant who answered the bell brought in a tea- 
tray, and Justine, having despatched the telegrams, 
seated herself and began to pour out her tea. Food 
had been repugnant to her during the first anguished 
unsettled days, but with the resumption of the nurse's 
systematic habits the nurse's punctual appetite re- 
turned. Every drop of energy must be husbanded now, 
and only sleep and nourishment could fill the empty 
cisterns. 

She held out a cup to Wyant, but he drew back 
with a gesture of aversion. 

"Thanks; Pm not hungry." 

"You ought to eat more." 

TJke Pruii of the Tree, II. 6 
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"No, no. I'm very well." 

She lifted her head, revived by the warm draught 
The mechanical act of nourishment performed, her 
mind leapt back to the prospect of Amherst's return. 
A whole month before he reached L5aibrook! He had 
instructed her where news might find him on the way 
. . . but a whole month to wait! 

She looked at Wyant, and they read each other's 
thoughts. 

"It's a long time," he said. 

"Yes." 

"But Garford can do wonders — and she's very 
strong." 

Justine shuddered. Just so a skilled agent of the 
Inquisition might have spoken, calculating how much 
longer the power of suffering might be artificially pre- 
served in a body broken on the wheel. . . . 

"How does she seem to you to-day?" 

"The general conditions are about the same. The 
heart keeps up wonderfully, but there is a little more 
oppression of the diaphragm." 

"Yes — her breathing is harder. Last night she suf- 
fered horribly at times." 

"Oh — she'll suffer," Wyant murmured. "Of course 
the hypodermics can be increased." 

"Just what did Dr. Garford say this morning?" 

"He is astonished at her strength." 

"But there's no hope? — I don't know why I ask!" 

"Hope?" Wyant looked at her. "You mean of 
what's called recovery — of deferring death indefi- 
nitely?" 

She nodded. 
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"How can Garford tell — or anyone? We all know 
there have been cases where such injury to the cord has 
not caused death. This may be one of those cases; but 
the biggest man couldn't say now." 

Justine hid her eyes. "Wnat a fate!" 

"Recovery? Yes. Keeping people alive in such 
cases is one of the refinements of cruelty that it was left 
for Christianity to invent" 

"And yet—?" 

"And yet — it's got to be! Science herself says so — 
not for the patient, of course; but for herself — for un- 
born generations, rather. Queer, isn't it? The two 
creeds are at one." 

Justine murmured through her clasped hands: *^I 
wish she were not so strong " 

"Yes; it's wonderful what those frail petted bodies 
can stand. The fight is going to be a hard one." 

She rose with a shiver. "I must go to Cicely " 



The rector of Saint Anne's had called again. Justine, 
in obedience to Mrs. Gaines's suggestion, had sum- 
moned him from Clifton the day after the accident; 
but, supported by the surgeons and Wyant, she had 
resisted his admission to the sick-room. Bessy's re- 
ligious practices had been purely mechanical: her 
faith had never been associated with the graver mo- 
ments of her life, and the apparition of a clerical figure 
at her bedside would portend not consolation but 
calamity. Since it was all-important that her nervous 
strength should be sustained, and the gravity of the 
situation kept from her, Mrs. Gaines yielded to the 
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medical commands, consoled by the ready acquiescence 
of the rector. But before she left she extracted a 
promise that he would call frequently at Lynbrook, 
and wait his opportunity to say an uplifting word to 
Mrs. Amherst 

The Reverend Ernest Lynde, who was a young man, 
with more zeal than experience, deemed it his duty to 
obey this injunction to the letter; but hitherto he had 
had to. cQotent himself with a talk with the housekeeper, 
or a brief word on the doorstep from Wyant To-day, 
however, he had asked somewhat insistently for Miss 
Brent; and Justine, who was free at the moment, felt 
that she could not refuse to go down. She had seen 
him .only in the pulpit, when once or twice, in Bessy's 
absence, she had taken Cicely to church: he struck 
her as a grave young man, with a fine voice but 
halting speech. His sermons were earnest but in- 
effective. 

As he rose to meet her, she felt that she should like 
him better out of church. His glance was clear and 
honest, and there was sweetness in his hesitating smile. 

"I am sorry to seem persistent — but I heard you 
had news of Mr. Langhope, and I was anxious to know 
the particulars," he explained. 

Justine replied that her message had overtaken Mr. 
Langhope at Wady Haifa, and that he hoped to reach 
Alexandria in time to catch a steamer to Brindisi at 
the end of the week. 

"Not till then? So it will be almost three weeks — ?" 

"As nearly as I can calculate, a month." 

The rector hesitated. "And Mr. Amherst?" 

"He is coming back too." 
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"Ah, you have heard? 
be here soon?" 

"No. He is io South America — at Buenos Ayres, 
There will be no steamer for some days, and he may 
not get here lU! after Mr. Laiighope." 

Mr. Lynde looked at her kindly, with grave eyes 
that proffered help. "This is terrible for you. Miss 
Brent." 

"Ves," Justine answered simgj 

"And Mrs, Amherst's a 

"It is about the same." 

"The doctors are hopefulf" LIBRARY 

"They have not lost hop&" 

"She seems to keep her stren^tJfiwondfrfuUy.". -cA- 

"Ves, wonderfully." "^.StUlll i^>-^ 

Mr. Lynde paused, looking dowuWaTdr~***d''Swk- 
wardly turning his soft clerical hat in his large kind- 
looking hands. "One might almost see in it a dispensa- 
tion — we should see one, Miss Brent" 

" We?" She glanced up apologetically, not quite 
sure that her tired mind had followed his meaning. 

"We, I mean, who believe . . . that not one sparrow 
falls to the ground, . ." He flushed, and went on in 
a more mundane tone: "I am glad you have the hope 
of Mr. Langhope's arrival to keep you up. Modern 
science—thank heaven! — ^can do such wonders in sus- 
taining and prolonging life that, even if there is little 
chance of recovery, the faint spark may be nursed 
until. . ." 

He paused again, conscious that the dusky-browed 
young woman, slenderly erect in her dark blue linen 
and nurse's cap, was examining him with an intealnes5 
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which contrasted curiously with the absent-minded glance 
she had dropped on him in entering. 

"In such cases," she said in a low tone, "there is 
practically no chance of recovery." 

"So I understand." 

"Even if there were, it would probably be death-in- 
life: complete paralysis of the lower body." 

He shuddered. "A dreadful fate! She was so gay 
and active " 

"Yes — and the struggle with death, for the next few 
weeks, must involve incessant suffering . . . frightful 
suffering . . . perhaps vainly. . ." 

"I feared so," he murmured, his kind face paling. 

"Then why do you thank heaven that modem science 
has found such wonderful ways of prolonging life? " 

He raised his head with a start and their eyes met 
He saw that the nurse's face was pale and calm — al- 
most judicial in its composure — and his self-possession 
returned to him. 

"As a Christian," he answered, with his slow smile, 
"I can hardly do otherwise." 

Justine continued to consider him thoughtfully. "The 
men of the older generation — clergymen, I mean," she 
went on in a low controlled voice, "would of course 
take that view — must take it. But the conditions are 
so changed — so many undreamed-of means of prolong- 
ing life— prolonging suffering— have been discovered and 
applied in the last few years, that I wondered ... in 
my profession one of^en wonders. . ." 

"I understand," he rejoined sympatheticalljs for- 
getting his youth and his inexperience in the simple 
desire to bring solace to a troubled mind. ''I under- 
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Stand your feeling — but you need have no doubt. 
Human life is sacred, and the fact that, even in this 
materialistic age, science is continually struggling to 
preserve and prolong it, shows — very beautifully, I 
think — how all things work together to fulfil the divine 
will" 

"Then you believe that the divine will delights in 
mere pain — mere meaningless animal suffering — for its 
own sake?" 

"Surely not; but for the sake of the spiritual life 
that may be mysteriously wrung out of it." 

Justine bent her puzzled brows on him. "I could 
understand that view of moral suffering — or even of 
physical pain moderate enough to leave the mind clear, 
and to call forth qualities of endurance and renuncia- 
tion. But where the body has been crushed to a pulp, 
and the mind is no more than a machine for the 
registering of sense-impressions of physical anguish, of 
what use can such suffering be to its owner — or to the 
divine will?" 

The young rector looked at her sadly, almost severely. 
"There, Miss Brent, we touch on inscrutable things, and 
human reason must leave the answer to faith." 

Justine pondered. "So that — one may say — Chris- 
tianity recognises no exceptions—?" 

"None — none," its authorised exponent pronounced 
emphatically. 

"Then Christianity and science are agreed." She 
rose, and the young rector, with visible reluctance, stood 
up also, 

*nrhat, again, is one of the most striking evidences — " 
he bq;an; and then, as the necessity of taking leave was 
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forced upon him, he added appealingly: "I understand 
your uncertainties, your questionings, and I wish I could 
have made my point clearer " 

"Thank you; it is quite clear. The reasons, of course, 
are different; but the result is exactly the same." 

She held out her hand, smiling sadly on him, and 
with a sudden return of youth and self-consciousness, 
he murmured shyly: "I feel for you" — the man in him 
yearning over her loneliness, though the pastor dared not 
press his help. . . 
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That evening, when Justine took her place at the 
bedside, and the other two nurses had gone down to 
supper, Bessy turned her head shghtly, resting her eyes 
on her friend. 

The rose-shaded lamp cast a tint of life on her face, 
and the dark circles of pain made her eyes look deeper 
and brighter, Justine was almost deceived by the delu- 
sive semblance of vitality, and a hope that was half 
anguish stirred in her. She sat down by the bed, clasp- 
ing the hand on the sheet 

"You feel better to-night?" 

"I breathe . . . better. . ." The words came brokenly, 
between long pauses, but without the hard agonised 
gasps of the previous night. 

"That's a good sign." Justine paused, and then, 
letting her fingers glide once or twice over the back of 
Bessy's hand— "You know, dear, Mr. Amherst is com- 
ing," she leaned down to say. 

Bessy's eyes moved again, slowly, inscrutably. She 
had never asked for her husband. 

"Soon?" she whispered. 

"He had started on a long journey — to out-of-the- 
way places — to study something about cotton growing 
— my message has just overtaken him," Justine ex- 
plained. 
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"No, no. Pm very well." 

She lifted her head, revived by the warm draught 
The mechanical act of nourishment performed, her 
mind leapt back to the prospect of Amherst's return. 
A whole month before he reached L)nibrook! He had 
instructed her where news might find him on the way 
. . . but a whole month to wait! 

She looked at Wyant, and they read each other's 
thoughts. 

"It's a long time," he said. 

"Yes." 

"But Garford can do wonders — and she's very 
strong." 

Justine shuddered. Just so a skilled agent of the 
Inquisition might have spoken, calculating how much 
longer the power of suffering might be artificially pre- 
served in a body broken on the wheel. . . . 

"How does she seem to you to-day?" 

"The general conditions are about the same. The 
heart keeps up wonderfully, but there is a Uttle more 
oppression of the diaphragm." 

"Yes — her breathing is harder. Last night she suf- 
fered horribly at times." 

"Oh — she'll suffer," Wyant murmured. "Of course 
the hypodermics can be increased." 

"Just what did Dr. Garford say this morning?" 

"He is astonished at her strength." 

"But there's no hope? — I don't know why I ask!" 

"Hope?" Wyant looked at her. "You mean of 
what's called recovery — of deferring death indefi- 
nitely?" 

She nodded. 
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"How can Garford tell — or anyone? We all know 
there have been cases where such injury to the cord has 
not caused death. This may be one of those cases; but 
the biggest man couldn't say now." 

Justine hid her eyes. "Wnat a fate!" 

"Recovery? Yes. Keeping people alive in such 
cases is one of the refinements of cruelty that it was left 
for Christianity to invent" 

"And yet—?" 

"And yet — it's got to be! Science herself says so — 
not for the patient, of course; but for herself — for un- 
born generations, rather. Queer, isn't it? The two 
creeds are at one." 

Justine murmured through her clasped hands: '^I 
wish she were not so strong " 

"Yes; it's wonderful what those frail petted bodies 
can stand. The fight is going to be a hard one." 

She rose with a shiver. "I must go to Cicely " 



The rector of Saint Anne's had called again. Justine, 
in obedience to Mrs. Gaines's suggestion, had sum- 
moned him from Clifton the day after the accident; 
but, supported by the surgeons and Wyant, she had 
resisted his admission to the sick-room. Bessy's re- 
ligious practices had been purely mechanical: her 
faith had never been associated with the graver mo- 
ments of her life, and the apparition of a clerical figure 
at her bedside would portend not consolation but 
calamity. Since it was all-important that her nervous 
strength should be sustained, and the gravity of the 
situation kept from her, Mrs. Gaines yielded to the 
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medical commands, consoled by the ready acquiescence 
of the rector. But before she left she extracted a 
promise that he would call frequently at Lynbrook, 
and wait his opportunity to say an uplifting word to 
Mrs. Amherst 

The Reverend Ernest Lynde, who was a yoimg man, 
with more zeal than experience, deemed it his duty to 
obey this injunction to the letter; but hitherto he had 
had to, cpijtent himself with a talk with the housekeeper, 
or a brief word on the doorstep from Wyant To-day, 
however, he had asked somewhat insistently for Miss 
Brent; and Justine, who was free at the moment, felt 
that she could not refuse to go down. She had seen 
him only in the pulpit, when once or twice, in Bessy's 
absence, she had taken Cicely to church: he struck 
her as a grave young man, with a fine voice but 
halting speech. His sermons were earnest but in- 
effective. 

As he rose to meet her, she felt that she should like 
him better out of church. His glance was dear and 
honest, and there was sweetness in his hesitating smile. 

"I am sorry to seem persistent — but I heard you 
had news of Mr. Langhope, and I was anxious to know 
the particulars,*' he explained. 

Justine replied that her message had overtaken Mr. 
Langhope at Wady Haifa, and that he hoped to reach 
Alexandria in time to catch a steamer to Brindisi at 
the end of the week. 

"Not till then? So it will be almost three weeks — ?" 

"As nearly as I can calculate, a month." 

The rector hesitated. "And Mr. Amherst?" 

"He is coming back too." 
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It was not that her mind was clouded — only that it was 
immersed, absorbed, in that dread mystery of dispropor- 
tionate anguish which a capricious fate had laid on 
it . . And what if she recovered, as they caUed it? If 
the flood-tide of pain should ebb, leaving her stranded, 
a helpless wreck on the desert shores of inactivity? 
What would life be to Bessy without movement? 
Thought would never set her blood flowing — motion, in 
her, could only take the form of the physical processes. 
Her love for Amherst was dead — even if it flickered 
into life again, it could but put the spark to smoulder- 
ing discords and resentments; and would her one un- 
contaminated sentiment — her aff*ection for Cicely — suffice 
to reconcile her to the desolate half-life which was the 
utmost that science could hold out? 

Here again, Justine's experience answered no. She 
did not believe in Bessy's powers of moral recuperation 
— her body seemed less near death than her spirit Life 
had been poured out to her in generous measure, and 
she had spilled the precious draught — the few drops 
remaining in the cup could no longer renew her strength. 

Pity, not condemnation — profound illimitable pity — 
flowed from this conclusion of Justine's. To a com- 
passionate heart there could be no sadder instance of 
the wastefulness of life than this struggle of the small 
half- formed soul with a destiny too heavy for its 
strength. If Bessy had had any moral hope to fight 
for, every pang of suffering would have been worth 
enduring; but it was intolerable to witness the spectacle 
of her useless pain. 

Incessant commerce with such thoughts made Jus- 
tine, as the days passed, crave any escape from soli- 
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which contrasted curiously with the absent-minded glance 
she had dropped on him in entering. 

"In such cases," she said in a low tone, "there is 
practically no chance of recovery." 

"So I understand." 

"Even if there were, it would probably be death-in- 
life: complete paralysis of the lower body." 

He shuddered. "A dreadful fate! She was so gay 
and active " 

"Yes — and the struggle with death, for the next few 
weeks, must involve incessant suffering . . • frightful 
suffering . . . perhaps vainly. . ." 

"I feared so," he murmured, his kind face paling. 

"Then why do you thank heaven that modem science 
has found such wonderful ways of prolonging life?" 

He raised his head with a start and their eyes met 
He saw that the nurse's face was pale and calm — al- 
most judicial in its composure — and his self-possession 
returned to him. 

"As a Christian," he answered, with his slow smile, 
"I can hardly do otherwise." 

Justine continued to consider him thoughtfully. "The 
men of the older generation — clergymen, I mean," she 
went on in a low controlled voice, "would of course 
take that view — must take it. But the conditions are 
so changed — so many undreamed-of means of prolong- 
ing life — prolonging suffering — have been discovered and 
applied in the last few years, that I wondered ... in 
my profession one often wonders. . ." 

"I understand," he rejoined sympathetically^ for- 
getting his youth and his inexperience in the simple 
desire to bring solace to a troubled mind. "I under- 
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dining together, were seated before the fire in the 
smoking-room. 

"I take it, then," Mr. Tredegar said, turning to 
Wyant, "that the chances of her living to see her father 
are very slight" 

The young doctor raised his head eagerly. "Not in 
my opinion, sir. Unless unforeseen complications arise, 
I can almost promise to keep her alive for another month 
— Pm not afraid to call it six weeks!" 

"H'm — Garford doesn't say so." 

"No; Dr. Garford argues from precedent" 

"And you?" Mr. Tredegar's thin lips were visited 
by the ghost of a smile. 

"Oh, I don't argue — I just feel my way," said Wyant 
imperturbably. 

"And yet you don't hesitate to predict " 

"No, I don't, sir; because the case, as I see it, pre- 
sents certain definite indications." He began to enu- 
merate them, cleverly avoiding the use of technicalities 
and trying to make his point clear by the use of simple 
illustration and analogy. It sickened Justine to listen 
to his passionate exposition — she had heard it so often, 
she believed in it so little. 

Mr. Tredegar turned a probing glance on him as he 
ended. "Then, to-day even, you believe not only in the 
possibility of prolonging life, but of ultimate recovery?" 

Wyant hesitated. "I won't call it recovery — to-day. 
Say — life indefinitely prolonged." 

"And the paralysis?" 

"It might disappear — after a few months — or a few 
years." 

"Such an outcome would be unusual?" 
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forced upon him, he added appealingly: "I understand 
your uncertainties, your questionings, and I wish I could 
have made my point clearer " 

"Thank you; it is quite clear. The reasons, of course, 
are different; but the result is exactly the same." 

She held out her hand, smiling sadly on him, and 
with a sudden return of youth and self-consciousness, 
he murmured shyly: "I feel for you" — the man in him 
yearning over her loneliness, though the pastor dared not 
press his help. . . 
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and furtively wiped a slight dampness from his forehead. 
"I wish to God she had been killed!" he said. 

Justine lifted her head again, with an answering ex- 
clamation. "Oh, yes!" 

"It's infernal — the time they can make it last." 

"It's useless!" Justine broke out. 

"Useless?" He turned his critical glance on her. 
"Well, that's beside the point — since it's inevitable." 

She wavered a moment — but his words had loosened 
the bonds about her heart, and she could not check 
herself so suddenly. "Why inevitable?" 

Mr. Tredegar looked at her in surprise, as though 
wondering at so unprofessional an utterance from one 
who, under ordinary circumstances, showed the absolute 
self-control and submission of the well-disciplined nurse. 

"Human Ufe is sacred," he said sententiously. 

"Ah, that must have been decreed by someone who 
had never suffered!" Justine exclaimed. 

Mr. Tredegar smiled compassionately: he evidently 
knew how to make allowances for the fact that she was 
overwrought by the sight of her friend's suffering. 
"Society decreed it — not one person," he corrected. 

"Society — science — religion!" she murmured, as if 
to herself. 

"Precisely. It's the universal consensus — the result 
of the world's acounulated experience. Cruel in in- 
dividual instances — necessary for the general welfare. 
Of course your training has taught you all this; but I 
can understand that at such a time. . . ." 

"Yes," she said, rising wearily as Wyant came in. 

Her worst misery, now, was to have to discuss Bessy's 
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condition with Wyant. To the young physician Bessy 
was no longer a suffering, agonising creature: she was 
a case — a beautiful case. As the problem developed 
new intricacies, becoming more and more of a challenge 
to his faculties of observation and inference, Justine saw 
the abstract scientific passion supersede his personal 
feeling of pity. Though his professional skill made him 
exquisitely tender to the patient under his hands, he 
seemed hardly conscious that she was a woman who 
had befriended him, and whom he had so lately seen 
in the brightness of health and enjoyment. This view 
was normal enough — it was, as Justine knew, the ideal 
state of mind for the successful physician, in whom 
sympathy for the patient as an individual must often 
impede swift choice and unfaltering action. But what 
she shrank from was his resolve to save Bessy's life — 
a resolve fortified to the point of exasperation by the 
scepticism of the consulting surgeons, who saw in it 
only the youngster's natural desire to distinguish him- 
self by performing a feat which his elders deemed im- 
possible. 

As the days dragged on, and Bess/s sufferings in- 
creased, Justine longed for a protesting word fi:om 
Dr. Garford or one of his colleagues. In her hospital 
experience she had encountered cases where the useless 
agonies of death were mercifully shortened by the 
physician; why was not this a case for such treatment? 
The answer was simple enough — in the first place, it 
was the duty of the surgeons to keep their patient alive 
till her husband and her father could reach her; and 
secondly, there was that faint illusive hope of so-called 
recovery, in which none of tliem believed, yet which 



THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 99' 

they could not ignore in their treatment. The evening 
after Mr. Tredegar's departure Wyant was setting this 
forth at great length to Justine. Bessy had had a bad 
morning: the bronchial symptoms which had developed 
a day or two before had greatly increased her distress, 
and there had been, at dawn, a moment of weakness 
when it seemed that some pitiful power was about to 
defeat the relentless efforts of science. But Wyant had 
fought off the peril. By the prompt and audacious use 
of stimulants — by a rapid marshalling of resources, a 
display of self-reliance and authority, which Justine could 
not but admire as she mechanically seconded his efforts 
— the spark of life had been revived, and Bessy won 
back for fresh suffering. 

"Yes — I say it can be done: to-night I say it more 
than ever," Wyant exclaimed, pushing the disordered 
hair from his forehead, and leaning toward Justine 
across the table on which their brief evening meal had 
been served. "I say the way the heart has rallied 
proves that we've got more strength to draw on than 
any of them have been willing to admit The breathing's 
better too. If we can fight off the degenerative pro- 
cesses — and, by George, I believe we can!" He looked 
up suddenly at Justine. "With you to work with, I 
believe I could do an3rthing. How you do back a man 
up! You think with your hands — with every individual 
finger!" 

Justine turned her eyes away: she felt a shudder of 
repulsion steal over her tired body. It was not that she 
detected any note of personal admiration in his praise — 
he had commended her as the surgeon might commend 
a fine instrument fashioned for his use. But that she 

7* 
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should be the instrument to serve such a purpose — that 
her skill, her promptness, her gift of divining and inter- 
preting the will she worked with, should be at the 
service of this implacable scientific passion! Ah, no — 
she could be silent no longer. . . . 

She looked up at Wyant, and their eyes met 

"Why do you do it?" she asked. 

He stared, as if thinking that she referred to some 
special point in his treatment. "Do what?" 

"It's so useless . . . you all know she must die." 

"I know nothing of the kind . . . and even the others 
are not so sure to-day." He began to go over it all 
again — repeating his arguments, developing new theories, 
trying to force into her reluctant mind his own faith in 
the possibility of success. 



Justine sat resting her chin on her clasped hands, 
her eyes gazing straight before her under dark tormented 
brows. When he paused she remained silent 

"Well — don't you believe me?" he broke out with 
sudden asperity. 

"I don't know ... I can't tell. . . ." 

"But as long as there's a doubt, even — a doubt my 
way — and I'll show you there is, if you'll give me 
time " 

"How much time?" she murmured, without shifting 
her gaze. 

"Ah — that depends on ourselves: on you and me 
chiefly. That's what Garford admits. They can't do 
much now — they've got to leave the game to us. It's 
a question of incessant vigilance ... of utilising every 
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hour, every moment . . . Time'^ ^11 1. ask, and you can 
give it to me, if anyone can!" "^ • 

Under the challenge of his tone Jusdne rose to her 
feet with a low murmur of fear. "Ah, ddn't ask me!" 

"Don't ask you ?" ': -' 

"I can't— I can't" 

Wyant stood up also, turning on her an astonished 
glance. 

" You can't what— ? " ' ^ y 

Their eyes met, and she thought she read in his a' 
sudden divination of her inmost thoughts. The dis- 
covery electrified her flagging strength, restoring her to 
immediate clearness of brain. She saw the gulf of 
self-betrayal over which she had hung, and the near- 
ness of the peril nerved her to a last effort of dissimula- 
tion. 

"I can't . . . talk of it . . . any longer," she faltered, 
letting her tears flow, and turning on him a face of pure 
womanly weakness. 

Wyant looked at her without answering. Did he 
distrust even these plain physical evidences of ex- 
haustion, or was he merely disappointed in her, as in 
one whom he had believed to be above the emotional 
failings of her sex? 

"You're overtired," he said coldly. "Take to-night 
to rest Miss Mace can replace you for the next few 
hours — and I may need you more to-morrow." 
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XXIX. 

' -Four more days had passed. Bessy seldom spoke 
•-when Justine was with her. She was wrapped in a 
. thickening cloud of opiates — morphia by day, bromides, 
sulphonal, chloral hydrate at night. When the cloud 
broke and consciousness emerged, it was centred in the 
one acute point of bodily anguish. Darting throes of 
neuralgia, agonised oppression of the breath, the diffused 
misery of the whole helpless body — these were reducing 
their victim to a mere instrument on which pain played 
its incessant deadly variations. Once or twice she 
turned her dull eyes on Justine, breathing out: "I want 
to die," as some inevitable lifting or readjusting thrilled 
her body with fresh pangs; but there were no signs of 
contact with the outer world — she had ceased even to 
ask for Cicely. . . . 

And yet, according to the doctors, the patient held 
her own. Certain alarming symptoms had diminished, 
and while others persisted, the strength to fight them 
persisted too. With such strength to call on, what 
fresh agonies were reserved for the poor body when the 
narcotics had lost their power? 

That was the question always before Justine. She 
never again betrayed her fears to Wyant — she carried 
out his orders with morbid precision, trembling lest any 
failure in efficiency should revive his suspicions. She 
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hardly knew what she feared his suspecting — she only 
had a confused sense that they were enemies, and that 
she was the weaker of the two. 

And then the anaesthetics began to fail. It was the 
sixteenth day since the accident, and the resources of 
alleviation were almost exhausted. It was not sure, 
even now, that Bessy was going to die — and she was 
certainly going to suffer a long time. Wyant seemed 
hardly conscious of the increase of pain — his whole 
mind was fixed on the prognosis. What matter if the 
patient suffered, as long as he proved his case? That, 
of course, was not his way of putting it In reality, 
he did all he could to allay the pain, surpassed himself 
in new devices and. experiments. But death confronted 
him implacably, claiming his due: so many hours robbed 
from him, so much tribute to pay; and Wyant, setting 
his teeth, fought on — and Bessy paid. 

Justine had begun to notice that it was hard for her 
to get a word alone with Dr. Garford. The other nurses 
were not in the way — it was Wyant who always con- 
trived to be there. Perhaps she was unreasonable in 
seeing a special intention in his presence: it was natural 
enough that the two persons in charge of the case should 
confer together with their chief. But his persistence 
annoyed her, and she was glad when, one aflernoon, the 
surgeon asked him to telephone an important message to 
town. 

As soon as the door had closed, Justine said to Dr. 
Garford: "She is beginning to suffer terribly." 

He answered with the large impersonal gesture of 
the man to whom physical suffering has become a pain- 
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ful general fact of life, no longer divisible into individual 
cases. "We are doing all we can." 

"Yes." She paused, and then raised her eyes to his 
dry kind face. "Is there any hope?" 

Another gesture — the fatalistic sweep of the lifted 
palms. "The next ten days will tell — the fight is on, 
as Wyant says. And if anyone can do it, that young 
fellow can. There's stuff in him — and infernal ambi- 
tion." 

"Yes: but do you believe she can live — ?" 

Dr. Garford smiled indulgently on such unprofessional 
insistence; but she was past wondering what they must 
all think of her. 

"My dear Miss Brent," he said, "I have reached the 
age when one always leaves a door open to the un- 
expected." 

As he spoke, a slight sound at her back made her 
turn. Wyant was behind her — he must have entered as 
she put her question. And he certainly could not have 
had time to descend the stairs, walk the length of the 
house, ring up New York, and deliver Dr. Garford's 
message. . . . The same thought seemed to strike the 
surgeon. "Hello, Wyant?" he said. 

"Line busy," said Wyant curtly. 



About this time, Justine gave up her night vigils. 
She could no longer face the struggle of the dawn hour, 
when life ebbs lowest; and since her duties extended 
beyond the sick-room she could fairly plead that she 
was more needed about the house by day. But Wyant 
protested: he wanted her most at the difficult hour. 
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"You know you're taking a chance from her," he 
said, almost sternly. 

"Oh, no " 

He looked at her searchingly. "You don't feel up 
to it? " 

"No." 

He turned away with a slight shrug; but she knew 
he resented her defection. 

The day watches were miserable enough. It was 
the nineteenth day now; and Justine lay on the sofa in 
Amherst's sitting-room, trying to nerve herself for the 
nurse's summons. A page torn out of the calendar lay 
before her — she had been calculating again how many 
days must elapse before Mr. Langhope could arrive. 
Ten days — ten days and ten nights! And the length of 
the nights was double ... As for Amherst, it was im- 
possible to set a date for his coming, for his steamer 
from Buenos Ayres called at various ports on the way 
northward, and the length of her stay at each was de- 
pendent on the delivery of freight, and on the dilatori- 
ness of the South American official. 

She threw down the calendar and leaned back, 
pressing her hands to her temples. Oh, for a word 
with Amherst — he alone would have understood what 
she was undergoing! Mr. Langhope's coming would 
make no difference — or rather, it would only increase 
the difficulty of the situation. Instinctively Justine felt 
that, though his heart would be wrung by the sight of 
Bessy's pain, his cry would be the familiar one, the 
traditional one: ITeep her alive! Under his surface 
originality, his verbal audacities and ironies, Mr. Lang- 
hope was the creature of accepted forms, inherited 
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opinions: he had never really thought for himself on 
any of the pressing problems of life. 

But Amherst was different Close contact with many 
forms of wretchedness had freed him from the bondage 
of accepted opinion. He looked at life through no eyes 
but his own; and what he saw, he confessed to seeing. 
He never tried to evade the consequences of his dis- 
coveries. 

Justine's remembrance flew back to their first meet- 
ing at Hanaford, when his confidence in his own powers 
was still unshaken, his trust in others unimpaired. And, 
gradually, she began to relive each detail of their talk 
at Dillon's bedside — her first impression of him, as he 
walked down the ward; the first sound of his ^oice; her 
surprised sense of his authority; her almost involuntary 
submission to his will. . . . Then her thoughts passed on 
to their walk home from the hospital — she recalled his 
sober yet unsparing summary of the situation at West- 
more, and the note of insight with which he touched on 
the hardships of the workers. . . . Then, word by wwd, 
their talk about Dillon came back. . . . Amherst's in- 
dignation and pity ... his shudder of revolt at the 
man's doom. 

**In your work, don't you ever feel tempted to set a 
poor devil free?" And then, after her conventional 
murmur of protest: ''To save what, when all the good 
of life is gone?" 

To distract her thoughts she stretched her hand 
toward the book-case, taking out the first volume in 
reach — the little copy of Bacon. She leaned back, 
fluttering its pages aimlessly — so wrapped in her own 
misery that the meaning of the words could not reach 
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her. It was useless to try to read; every perception of 
the outer world was lost in the hum of inner activity 
that made her mind Uke a forge throbbing with heat 
and noise. But suddenly her glance fell on some pen- 
cilled sentences on the fly-leaf. They were in Amherst's 
hand, and the sight arrested her as though she had 
heard him speak. 

La vraie morale se moque de la morale. . . . 

We perish because we follow other men's examples. . . . 

Socrates used to call the opinions of the many by the 
name of Lamim — bugbears to frighten children. . . . 

A rush of air seemed to have been let into her stifled 
mind. Were they his own thoughts? No — her memory 
recalled some confused association with great names. 
But at least they must represent his beliefs — must em- 
body deeply-felt convictions — -or he would scarcely have 
taken the trouble to record them. 

She murmured over the last sentence once or twice: 
The opinions of the many — bugbears to frighten chil- 
dren. . . . Yes, she had often heard him speak of cur- 
rent judgments in that way . , , she had never known a 
mind so free from the spell of the Lamite. 

Someone knocked, and she put aside the book and 
rose to her feeL It was a maid bringing a note from 
Wyant. 

"There has been a motor accident beyond Clifton, 
and I have been sent for. I think I can safety be away 
for two or three hours, but ring me up at Clifton if you 
want me. Miss Mace has instructions, and Garford's 
assistant will be down at seven," 

She looked at the clock; it was just three, the hour 
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at which she was to relieve Miss Mace. She smoothed 
the hair from her forehead, straightened her cap, tied 
on the apron she had laid aside. . . . 

As she entered Bess/s sitting-room the nurse came 
out, memoranda in hand. The two moved to the win- 
dow for a moment's conference, and as the wintry light 
fell on Miss Mace's face, Justine saw that it was white 
with fatigue. 

"You're ill!" she exclaimed. 

The nurse shook her head. "No — but it's awful . . . 
this afternoon. . . ." Her glance turned to the sick- 
room. 

"Go and rest — I'll stay till bed-time," Justine said. 

"Miss Safford's down with another headache." 

"I know: it doesn't matter. I'm quite fresh." 

"You do look rested!" the other exclaimed, her eyes 
lingering enviously on Justine's face. 

She stole away, and Justine entered the room. It 
was true that she felt fresh — a new spring of hope had 
welled up in her. She had her nerves in hand again, 
she had regained her steady vision of life. . . . 

But in the room, as the nurse had said, it was awful. 
The time had come when the effect of the anaesthetics 
must be carefully husbanded, when long intervals of 
pain must purchase the diminishing moments of relief. 
Yet from Wyant's standpoint it was a good day — things 
were looking well, as he would have phrased it And 
each day now was a fresh victory. 

Justine went through her task mechanically. The 
glow of strength and courage remained, steeling her to 
bear what had broken down Miss Mace's professional 
fortitude. But when she sat down by the bed Bessy's 
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moaniag began to wear on her. It was no longer the 
utterance of human pain, but the monotonous whimper 
of an animal— the kind of sound that a compassionate 
hand would instinctively crush into silence. But her 
hand had other duties; she must keep watch on pulse 
and heart, must reinforce tbeir action with the tre- 
mendous stimulants which Wyant was now using, and, 
having revived fresh sensibility to pain, must presently 
try to allay it by the cautious use of narcotics. 

It was all simple enough^ — but suppose she should 
not do it? Suppose she left the stimulants untouched? 
Wyant was absent, one nurse exhausted with fatigue, 
the other laid low by headaclie. Justine had the field 
to herself. For three hours at least no one was likely 
to cross the threshold of the sick-room. . . . Ah, if no 
more time were needed! But there was too much life in 
Bessy — her youth was fighting too hard for her! She 
would not sink out of life in three hours . . . and Justine 
could not count on more than that. 

She looked at the littie travelling-clock on tlie 
dressing-table, and saw that its hands marked four. 
An hour had passed already, . . . She rose and ad- 
ministered the prescribed restorative; then she took the 
pulse, and hstened to the beat of the heart Strong 
still — too strong! 

As she lifted her head, the vague animal wailing 
ceased, and she heard her namei "Justine^ — *' 

She bent down eagerly. "Ves?" 

No ansA'er: the wailing had begun again. But the 
one word showed her that the mind still lived in its 
torture-house, that the poor powerless body before her 
was not yet a mere bundle of senseless reflexes, but 
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her friend Bessy Amherst, dying, and feeling herself 
die. . . . 

Justine reseated herself, and the vigil began again. 
The second hour ebbed slowly — ah, no, it was flying 
now! Her eyes were on the hands of the clock and 
they seemed leagued against her to devour the precious 
minutes. And now she could see by certain spasmodic 
symptoms that another crisis of pain was approaching 
— one of the struggles that Wyant, at times, had almost 
seemed to court and exult in. 

Bessy's eyes turned on her again. ** Justine " 

She knew what that meant: it was an appeal for the 
hypodermic needle. The little instrument lay at hand, 
beside a newly-filled bottle of morphia. But she must 
wait — must let the pain grow more severe. Yet she 
could not turn her gaze from Bessy, and Bessy's eyes 
entreated her again — Justine! There was really no word 
now — the whimperings were uninterrupted. But Justine 
heard an inner voice, and its pleading shook her heart 
She rose and filled the syringe — and returning with it, 
bent above the bed. ... 

She lifted her head and looked at the clock. The 
second hour had passed. As she looked, she heard a step 
in the sitting-room. Who could it be? Not Dr. Gar- 
ford's assistant — he was not due till seven. She 
listened again. . . . One of the nurses? No, not a 
woman's step " 

The door opened, and Wyant came in. Justine 
stood by the bed without moving toward him. He 
paused also, as if surprised to see her there motionless. 
In the intense silence she fancied for a moment that 
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he heard Bessy's violent agonised breathing. She 
ried to speak, to drown the sound of the breathing; 
)ut her lips trembled too much, and she remained silent. 

Wyant seemed to hear nothing. He stood so still 
[lat she felt she must move forward. As she did so, she 
kicked up from the table by the bed the memoranda 
bat it was her duty to submit to him. 

"Well?" he said, in the familiar sick-room whisper. 

"She is dead." 

He fell back a step, glaring at her, white and in- 
redulous. 

''Dead?— When " 

"A few minutes ago. . . ." 

"Dead^? It's not possible!" 

He swept past her, shouldering her aside, pushing 
1 an electric button as he sprang to the bed. She per- 
eived then that the room had been almost in darkness. 
►he recovered command of herself, and followed him. 
le was going through the usual rapid examination — 
►ulse, heart, breath — hanging over the bed like some 
ngry animal balked of its prey. Then he lifted the lids 
nd bent dose above the eyes. 

"Take the shade off that lamp!" he commanded. 

Justine obeyed him. 

He stooped down again to examine the eyes ... he 
emained stooping a long time. Suddenly he stood up 
nd faced her. 

"Had she beenr in great pain?" 

"Yes." 

"Worse than usual?" 

"Yes." 

"What had you done?" 
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"Nothing — there was no time." 

"No time?" He broke off to sweep the room again 
with his excited incredulous glance. "Where are the 
others? Why were you here alone?" he demanded. 

"It came suddenly. I was going to call " 

Their eyes met for a moment Her face was per- 
fectly calm — she could feel that her lips no longer 
trembled. She was not in the least afraid of Wyant's 
scrutiny. 

As he continued to look at her, his expression slowly 
passed from incredulous wrath to something softer- 
more human — she could not tell what . . . 

"This has been too much for you — go and send one 
of the others. . . . It's all over," he said. 



BOOK IV. 



XXX. 



On a September day, somewhat more than a year 
and a half after Bessy Amherst's death, her husband 
and his mother sat at luncheon in the dining-room of 
the Westmore house at Hanaford. 

The house was John Amherst's now, and shortly 
after the loss of his wife he had established himself there 
with his mother. By a will made some six months be- 
fore her death, Bessy had divided her estate between 
her husband and daughter, placing Cicely's share in 
trust, and appointing Mr. Langhope and Amherst as her 
guardians. As the latter was also her trustee, the whole 
management of the estate devolved on him, while his 
control of the Westmore mills was ensured by his re- 
ceiving a slightly larger proportion of the stock than his 
stepdaughter. 

The will had come as a surprise, not only to 
Amherst himself, but to his wife's family, and more 
especially to her legal adviser. Mr. Tredegar had in 
"act had nothing to do with the drawing of the instru- 
nent; but as it had been drawn in due form, and by 
I firm of excellent standing, he was obliged, in spite of 
lis private views, and Mr. Langhope's open adjurations 
hat he should "do something," to declare that there was 
10 pretext for questioning the validity of the document 
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To Amherst the will was something more than a 
proof of his wife's confidence: it came as a reconciling 
word from her grave. For the date showed that it had 
been made at a moment when he supposed himself to 
have lost all influence over her — on the morrow of the 
day when she had stipulated that he should give up the 
management of the Westmore mills, and yield the care 
of her property to Mr. Tredegar. 

While she smote him with one hand, she sued for 
pardon with the other; and the contradiction was so 
characteristic, it explained and excused in so touching 
a way the inconsistencies of her impulsive heart and 
hesitating mind, that he was filled with that tender 
compunction, that searching sense of his own short- 
comings, which generous natures feel when they find 
they have underrated the generosity of others. But 
Amherst's was not an introspective mind, and his 
sound moral sense told him, when the first pang of 
self-reproach had subsided, that he had done his best 
by his wife, and was in no way to blame if her recog- 
nition of the fact had come too late. The self-reproach 
subsided; and, instead of the bitterness of the past, it 
left a softened memory which made him take up his 
task with the sense that he was now working with Bessy 
and not against her. 

Yet perhaps, after all, it was chiefly the work itself 
which had healed old wounds, and quelled the tendency 
to vain regrets. Amherst was only thirty-four; and in 
the prime of his energies the task he was made for had 
been given back to him. To a souiid nature, which 
flnds its outlet in fruitful action, nothing so simplifles 
the complexities of life, so tends to a large acceptance 
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of its vicissitudes and jnysteries, as the sense of doing 
something each day toward clearing one's own bit of the 
wilderness. And this was the joy at last conceded to 
Amherst. The mills were virtually his; and the fact that 
he ruled them not only in his own right but as Cicely's 
representative, made him doubly eager to justify his 
wife's trust in him. 

Mrs. Amherst, looking up from a telegram which the 
parlour-maid had handed her, smiled across the table 
at her son. 

"From Maria Ansell — they are all coming to- 
morrow.'* 

"Ah — that's good," Amherst rejoined. "I should 
have been sorry if Cicely had not been here." 

"Mr. Langhope is coming too," his mother continued. 
"I'm glad of that, John." 

"Yes," Amherst again assented. 

The morrow was to be a great day at Westmore. 
The Emergency Hospital, planned in the first months 
of his marriage, and abandoned in the general reduc- 
tion of expenditure at the mills, had now been com- 
pleted on a larger and more elaborate scale, as a me- 
morial to Bessy. The strict retrenchment of all per- 
sonal expenses, and the leasing of Lynbrook and the 
town house, had enabled Amherst, in eighteen months, 
to lay by enough income to carry out this plan, which 
he was impatient to see executed as a visible com- 
memoration of his wife's generosity to Westmore. For 
Amherst persisted in regarding the gift of her fortune 
as a gift not to himself but to the mills: he looked on 
himself merely as the agent of her beneficent intentions. 
He was anxious that Westmore and Hanaford should 

8* 
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take the same view; and the opening of the Westmore 
Memorial Hospital was therefore to be performed with 
an unwonted degree of ceremony. 

"I am glad Mr. Langhope is coming," Mrs. Amherst 
repeated, as they rose from the table. "It shows, dear 
— doesn't it? — that he's really gratified — that he ap- 
preciates your motive. . . ." 

She raised a proud glance to her tall son, whose 
head seemed to tower higher than ever above her small 
proportions. Renewed self-confidence, and the habit of 
command, had in fact restored the erectness to Am- 
herst's shoulders and the clearness to his eyes. The 
cleft between the brows was gone, and his veiled inward 
gaze had given place to a glance almost as outward- 
looking and unspeculative as his mother's. 

"It shows — well, yes — what you say!" he rejoined 
with a slight laugh, and a tap on her shoulder as she 
passed. 

He was under no illusions as to his father-in-law's 
attitude: he knew that Mr. Langhope would willingly 
have broken the will which deprived his granddaughter 
of half her inheritance, and that his subsequent show 
of friendliness was merely a concession to expediency. 
But in his present mood Amherst almost believed that 
time and closer relations might turn such sentiments 
into honest liking. He was very fond of his little step- 
daughter, and deeply sensible of his obligations toward 
her; and he hoped that, as Mr. Langhope came to 
recognise this, it might bring about a better under- 
standing between them. 

His mother detained him. "You're going back to 
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the mills at once? I wanted to consult you about the 
rooms. Miss Brent had better be next to Cicely?" 

"I suppose so — yes. I'll see you before I go." He 
nodded affectionately and passed on, his hands full pf 
papers, into the Oriental smoking-room, now dedicated 
to the unexpected uses of an office and study. 

Mrs. Amherst, as she turned away, found the parlour- 
maid in the act of opening the front door to the highly- 
tinted and well-dressed figure of Mrs. Harry Dressel. 

"Pm so delighted to hear that you're expecting 
Justine," began Mrs. Dressel as the two ladies passed 
into the drawing-room. 

"Ah, you've heard too?" Mrs. Amherst rejoined, 
enthroning her visitor in one of the monumental plush 
armchairs beneath the threatening weight of the Bay 
of Naples. 

"I hadn't till this moment; in fact I flew in to ask 
for news, and on the door-step there was such a striking- 
looking young man enquiring for her, and I heard the 
parlour-maid say she was arriving to-morrow." 

"A young man? Someone you didn't know?" 
Striking apparitions of the male sex were of infrequent 
occurrence at Hanaford, and Mrs. Amherst's unabated 
interest in the movement of life caused her to dwell on 
this statement 

"Oh, no — Pm sure he was a stranger. Extremely 
slight and pale, with remarkable eyes. He was so dis- 
appointed — he seemed sure of finding her." 

"Well, no doubt he'll come back to-morrow. — You 
know we're expecting the whole party," added Mrs. 
Amherst, to whom the imparting of good news was 
always an irresistible temptation. 
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Mrs. DressePs interest deepened at once. "Really? 
Mr. Langhope too?" 

"Yes. It's a great pleasure to my son." 

"It must be! Tm so glad. I suppose in a way it 
will be rather sad for Mr. Langhope — seeing ever3rthing 
here so unchanged " 

Mrs. Amherst straightened herself a little. "I think 
he will prefer to find it so," she said, with a barely 
perceptible change of tone. 

"Oh, I don't know. They were never very fond of 
this house." 

There was an added note of authority in Mrs. 
DressePs accent In the last few months she had been 
to Europe and had had nervous prostration, and these 
incontestable evidences of growing prosperity could not 
always be kept out of her voice and bearing. At any 
rate, they justified her in thinking that her opinion on 
almost any subject within the range of human ex- 
perience was a valuable addition to the sum-total of 
wisdom; and unabashed by the silence with which her 
comment was received, she continued her critical survey 
of the drawing-room. 

"Dear Mrs. Amherst — you know I can't help 
saying what I think — and I've so often wondered 
why you don't do this room over. With these high 
ceilings you could do something lovely in Louis Seize." 

A faint pink rose to Mrs. Amherst's cheeks. "I 
don't think my son would ever care to make any 
changes here," she said. 

"Oh, I understand his feeling; but when he begins 
to entertain — and you know poor Bessy always hated 
this furniture." 
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Mrs. Amherst smiled slightly. "Perhaps if he marries 
again — " she said, seizing at random on a pretext for 
changing the subject 

Mrs. Dressel dropped the hands with which she was 
absent-mindedly assuring herself of the continuance of 
unbroken relations between her hat and her hair. 

"Marries again? Why — you don't mean — ? He 
doesn't think of it?" 

"Not in the least — I spoke figuratively," her hostess 
rejoined with a laugh. 

"Oh, of course — I see. He really couldn't marry, 
could he? I mean, it would be so wrong to Cicely — 
under the circumstances." 

Mrs. Amherst's black eyebrows gathered in a slight 
frown. She had already noticed, on the part of the 
Hanaford clan, a disposition to regard Amherst as 
imprisoned in the conditions of his trust, and com- 
mitted to the obligation of handing on unimpaired to 
Cicely the fortune his wife's caprice had bestowed on 
him; and this open expression of the family view was 
singularly displeasing to her. 

"I had not thought of it in that light — but it's really 
of no consequence how one looks at a thing that is not 
going to happen," she said carelessly. 

"No — naturally; I see you were only joking. He's 
so devoted to Cicely, isn't he?" Mrs. Dressel rejoined, 
with her bright obtuseness. 

A step on the threshold announced Amherst's ap- 
proach. 

"I'm afraid I must be off, mother — " he began, 
halting in the doorway with the instinctive masculine 
recoil from the afternoon caller. 
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"Oh, Mr. Amherst, how d'you do? I suppose you're 
very busy about to-morrow? I just flew in to find out 
if Justine was really coming," Mrs. Dressel explained, 
a little fluttered by the eflbrt of recalling what she had 
been saying when he entered. 

"I believe my mother expects the whole party," 
Amherst replied, shaking hands with the false bonhomie 
of the man entrapped. 

"How delightful! And it's so nice to think that Mr. 
Langhope's arrangement with Justine still works so 
well," Mrs. Dressel hastened on, nervously hoping that 
her volubility would smother any recollection of what he 
had chanced to overhear. 

"Mr. Langhope is lucky in having persuaded Miss 
Brent to take charge of Cicely," Mrs. Amherst quietly 
interposed. 

"Yes — and it was so lucky for Justine too! When 
she came back from Europe with us last autumn, I 
could see she simply hated the idea of taking up her 
nursing again." 

Amherst's face darkened at the allusion, and his 
mother said hurriedly: "Ah, she was tired, poor child; 
but Pm only afraid that, after the summer's rest, she 
may want some more active occupation than looking 
after a little girl." 

"Oh, I think not — she's so fond of Cicely. And of 
course it's ever3rthing to her to have a comfortable home." 

Mrs. Amherst smiled. "At her age, it's not always 
ever3rthing." 

Mrs. Dressel stared slightly. "Oh, Justine's twenty- 
seven, you know; she's not likely to marry now/' sh^ 
said, with the mild finality of the early-wedded. 
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She rose as she spoke, extending cordial hands of 
farewell. "You must be so busy preparing for the 
great day. . . if only it doesn't rain! . . No, please, Mr. 
Amherst! . . It's a mere step — Pm walking. . ." 

That afternoon, as Amherst walked out toward West- 
more for a survey of the final preparations, he found 
that, among the pleasant thoughts accompan3dng him, 
one of the pleasantest was the anticipation of seeing 
Justine Brent. 

Among the little group who were to surround him 
on the morrow, she was the only one discerning enough 
to understand what the day meant to him, or with suf- 
ficient knowledge to judge of the use he had made of 
his great opportunity. Even now that the opportunity 
had come, and all obstacles were levelled, s)rmpathy 
with his work was as much lacking as ever; and only 
Duplain, at length reinstated as manager, really under- 
stood and shared in his aims. But Justine Brent's 
sympathy was of a different kind from the manager's. 
If less logical, it was warmer, more penetrating — ;Hke 
some fine imponderable fluid, so subtle that it could 
always find a way through the clumsy processes of 
human intercourse. Amherst had thought very often 
of this quality in her during the weeks which fol- 
lowed his abrupt departure for Georgia; and in trying 
to define it he had said to himself that she felt with her 
brain. 

And now, aside from the instinctive understanding 
between them, she was set apart in his thoughts by her 
association with his wife's last days. On his arrival 
from the south he had gathered on all sides evidences 
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of her tender devotion to Bessy: even Mr. Tredegar's 
chary praise swelled the general commendation. From 
the surgeons he heard how her unwearied skill had 
helped them in their fruitless efforts; poor Qcdy, 
awed by her loss, clung to her mother's friend with 
childish tenacity; and the young rector of Saint Anne's, 
shyly acquitting himself of his visit of condolence, dwelt 
chiefly on the consolatory thought of Miss Brent's pre- 
sence at the death-bed. 

The knowledge that Justine had been with his wife 
till the end had, in fact, done more than anything else 
to soften Amherst's regrets; and he had tried to ex- 
press something of this in the course of his first talk 
with her. Justine had given him a clear and self- 
possessed report of the dreadful weeks at Lynbrook; 
but at his first allusion to her own part in them, she 
shrank into a state of distress which seemed to plead 
with him to refirain from even the tenderest touch on 
her feelings. It was a peculiarity of their friendship 
that silence and absence had always mysteriously foster^ 
its growth; and he now felt that her reticence deepened 
the understanding between them as the fireest confidences 
might not have done. 

Soon afterward, an opportune attack of nervous 
prostration had sent Mrs. Harry Dressel abroad; and 
Justine was selected as her companion. They remained 
in Europe for six months; and on their return Amherst 
learned with pleasure that Mr. Langhope had asked Miss 
Brent to take charge of Cicely. 

Mr. Langhope's sorrow for his daughter had been 
aggravated by futile wrath at her unaccountable will; 
and the mixed sentiment thus engendered had found 
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expression in a Jealous outpouring or affection toward 
Cicely. He took immediate possession of the child, 
and in the first stages of his affliction her companion- 
ship had been really consoling. But as time passed, 
and the pleasant habits of years reasserted them- 
selves, her presence became, in smat! unacknowledged 
ways, a source of domestic irritation. Nurseiy hours 
disturbed the easy routine of his household; the elderly 
parlour-maid who had long ruled it resented the inter- 
vention of Cicely's nurse; the little governess, involved 
in the dispute, broke down and had to be shipped home 
to Germany; a successor was hard to find, and in the 
interval Mr. Langhope's privacy was invaded by a 
stream of visiting teachers, who were always wanting 
to consult him about Cicely's lessons, and lay before 
him their tiresome complaints and perplexities. Poor 
Mr. Langhope found himself in the position of the 
mourner who, in the first fervour of bereavement, has 
undertaken the construction of an imposing monument 
without having counted the cost. He had meant that 
his devotion to Cicely should be a monument to his 
paternal grief; but the foundations were scarcely laid 
when he found that the funds of time and patience 
were almost exhausted. 

Pride forbade his consigning Cicely to her step- 
father, though Mrs. Amherst would gladly have under- 
taken her care; Mrs. Ansell's migratory habits made it 
impossible for her to do more than intermittently hover 
and advise; and a new hope rose before Mr. Lang- 
hope when it occurred to him to appeal to Miss Brent. 

The experiment had proved a success, and when 
Amherst met Justine again she had been for some 
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months in charge of the little girl, and change and con- 
genial occupation had restored her to a normal view 
of life. There was no trace in her now of the dumb 
misery which had haunted him at then: parting; she 
was again the vivid creature who seemed more charged 
with life than anyone he had ever known. The crisis 
through which she had passed showed itself only in a 
smoothing of the brow and deepening of the eyes, as 
though a bloom of experience had veiled without deadai- 
ing the first brilliancy of youth. 

As he lingered on the image thus evoked, he re- 
called Mrs. DressePs words: "Justine is twenty-seven— 
she's not likely to marry now." 

Oddly enough, he had never thought of her marry- 
ing — but now that he heard the possibility questioned, 
he felt a disagreeable conviction of its inevitableness. 
Mrs. Dressel's view was of course absurd. In spite of 
Justine's feminine graces, he had formerly felt in her a 
kind of elfin immaturity, as of a flitting Ariel with un- 
touched heart and senses: it was only of late that she 
had developed the subtle quality which calls up thoughts 
of love. Not marry? Why, the vagrant fire had just 
lighted on her — and the fact that she was poor and un- 
attached, with her own way to make, and no setting of 
pleasure and elegance to embellish her — these disad- 
vantages seemed as nothing to Amherst against the 
warmth of personality in which she moved. And be- 
sides, she would never be drawn to the kind of roan 
who needed fine clothes and luxury to point him to 
the charm of sex. She was always finished and grace- 
ful in appearance, with the pretty woman's art of wear- 
ing her few plain dresses as if they were many and 
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varied; yet no one could think of her as attaching much 
importance to the upholstery of life. . . . No, the man 
who won her would be of a different type, have other 
inducements to offer . . . and Amherst found himself 
wondering just what those inducements would be. 

Suddenly he remembered something his mother had 
said as he left the house— something about a dis- 
tinguished-looking young man who had called to ask 
for Miss Brent. Mrs. Amherst, innocently inquisitive 
in small matters, had followed her son into the hall to 
ask the parlour-maid if the gentleman had left his 
name; and the parlour-maid had answered in the nega- 
tive. The young man was evidently not indigenous: 
all the social units of Hanaford were intimately known 
to each other. He was a stranger, therefore, pre- 
sumably drawn there by the hope of seeing Miss Brent. 
But if he knew that she was coming he must be in- 
timately acquainted with her movements. . . . The 
tliought came to Amherst as an unpleasant surprise. 
It showed him for the first time how little he knew of 
Justine's personal life, of the ties she might have formed 
outside the I.ynbrook circle. After all, he had seen 
her chiefly not among her own friends but among his 
wife's. Was it reasonable to suppose that a creature 
of her keen individuality would be content to subsist 
on the fringe of other existences? Somewhere, of 
course, she must have a centre of her own, must be 
subject to influences of which he was wholly ignorant. 
And since her departure from Lynbrook he had known 
even less of her life. She had spent the previous winter 
with Mr. Langhope in New York, where Amherst 
had seen her only on his rare visits to Cicely; and Mr. 
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Langhope, on going abroad for the summer, had 
established his granddaughter in a Bar Harbour cel- 
tage, where, save for two flying visits from Mrs. Ansdl, 
Miss Brent had reigned alone till his return in Sep- 
tember. 

Very likely, Amherst reflected, the mysterious visitor 
was a Bar Harbour acquaintance — no, more than an 
acquaintance: a friend. And as Mr. Langhope's party 
had left Mount Desert but three days previously, the 
arrival of the unknown at Hanaford showed a singular 
impatience to rejoin Miss Brent 

As he reached this point in his meditations, Amherst 
found himself at the street-corner where it was his 
habit to pick up the Westmore trolley. Just as it bore 
down on him, and he sprang to the platform, another 
car, coming in from the mills, stopped to discharge its 
passengers. Among them Amherst noticed a slender 
undersized man in shabby clothes, about whose retreat- 
ing back, as he crossed the street to signal a Station 
Avenue car, there was something dimly familiar, and 
suggestive of troubled memories. Amherst leaned out 
and looked again: yes, the back was certainly like Dr. 
Wyant's — but what could Wyant be doing at Hanaford, 
and in a Westmore car? 

Amherst's first impulse was to spring out and over- 
take him. He knew how admirably the young physician 
had borne himself at Lynbrook; he even recalled Dr. 
Garford's saying, with his kindly sceptical smile: "Poor 
Wyant believed to the end that we could save her"— 
and felt again his own inward movement of thankfulness 
that the cruel miracle had not been worked. 

He owed a great deal to Wyant, and had tried to 
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express his sense of the fact by warm words and a 
liberal fee; but since Bessy's death he had never re- 
turned to Lynbrook, and had consequently lost sight of 
the young doctor. 

Now he fell that he ought to try to rejoin him, to 
find out why he was at Hanaford, and make some 
proffer of hospitality; but if the stranger were realiy 
Wyant, his choice of the Station Avenue car made it 
appear that he was on his way to catch the New York 
express; and in any case Amherst's engagements at 
Westmore made immediate pursuit impossible. 

He consoled himself with the thought that if the 
physician was not leaving Hanaford he would be certain 
to call at the house; and then his mind flew back to 
Justine Brent. But the pleasure of looking forward 
to her arrival was disturbed by new feelings. A sense 
of reserve and embarrassment had sprung up in his 
mind, checking that free mental communion which, as 
he now perceived, had been one of the unconscious 
promoters of their friendship. It was as though his 
thoughts faced a stranger instead of the familiar pre- 
sence which had so long dwelt in them; and he began 
to see that the feeling of intelligence existing between 
Justine and himself was not the result of actual intimacy, 
but merely of the charm she knew how to throw over 
casual intercourse. 

When he had left his house, his mind was like a 
summer sky, all open blue and sunlit rolling clouds; 
but gradually the clouds had darkened and massed 
themselves, till they drew an impenetrable veil over the 
upper light and stretched threateningly across his whole 
horizon. 
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XXXL 

The celebrations at Westmore were over. Hana- 
ford society, mustering for the event, had streamed 
through the hospital, inspected the clinic, complimented 
Amherst, recalled itself to Mr. Langhope and Mrs. An- 
sell, and streamed out again to regain its carriages and 
motors. 

The chief actors in the ceremony were also taking 
leave. Mr. Langhope, somewhat pale and nervous after 
the ordeal, had been helped into the Gaines's landau 
with Mrs. Ansell and Cicely; Mrs. Amherst had accepted 
a seat in the Dressel victoria; and Westy Gaines, with 
an empressement slightly tinged by condescension, was in 
the act of placing his electric phaeton at Miss Brent's 
disposal. 

She stood in the pretty white porch of the hospital, 
looking out across its squares of flower-edged turf at 
the long street of Westmore. In the warm gold- 
powdered light of September the factory town still 
seemed a blot on the face of ilature; yet here and 
there, on all sides, Justine's eye saw signs of humanis- 
ing change. The rough banks along the street had 
been levelled and sodded; young maples, set in rows, 
already made a long festoon of gold against the dingy 
house-fronts; and the houses themselves — once so irre- 
claimably outlawed and degraded — showed, in their 



The fruit of the tree. 129 

^hite-curtained windows, their flowery white-railed 
yards, a growing approach to civilised human dwell- 
ings. 

Glancing the other way, one still met the grim pile 
of factories cutting the sky with their harsh roof-lines 
and blackened chimneys; but here also were signs of 
mprovement One of the mills had already been en- 
arged, another was scafiblded for the same purpose, 
ind young trees and neatly-fenced turf replaced the 
urrounding desert of trampled earth. 

As Amherst came out of the hospital, he heard 
fiss Brent declining a seat in Westy's phaeton. 

"Thank you so much; but there's someone here I 
rant to see first — one of the operatives — and I can 
asily take a Hanaford car." She held out her hand 
dth the smile that ran like colour over her whole face; 
nd Westy, nettled by this unaccountable disregard of 
er privileges, mounted his chariot alone. 

As he glided mournfully away, Amherst turned to 
ustine. "You wanted to see the Dillons?" he asked. 

Then: eyes met, and she smiled again. He had never 
^n her so sunned-over, so luminous, since the distant 
Fovember day when they had picnicked with Cicely 
eside the swamp. He wondered vaguely if she were 
lore elaborately dressed than usual, or if the festal 
apression she produced were simply a reflection of her 
lood. 

"I do want to see the Dillons — how did you 

uess?" she rejoined; and Amherst felt a sudden im- 

ulse to reply: "For the same reason that made you 

link of them." 

. The fact of her remembering the Dillons made him 
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absurdly happy; it re-established between them the 
mental communion that had been checked by his 
thoughts of the previous day. 

"I suppose Pm rather self-conscious about the 
Dillons, because they're one of my object-lessons — they 
illustrate the text," he said laughing, as they went down 
the steps. 

Westmore had been given a half-holiday for the 
opening of the hospital, and as Amherst and Justine 
turned into the street, parties of workers were dispers- 
ing toward their houses. They were still a dull-eyed 
stunted throng, to whom air and movement seemed to 
have been too long denied; but there was more ani- 
mation in the groups, more light in individual faces; 
many of the younger men returned Amherst's good-day 
with a look of friendliness, and the women to whom he 
spoke met him with a volubility that showed the habit 
of frequent intercourse. 

"How much you have done!" Justine exclaimed, as 
he rejoined her after one of these asides; but the next 
moment he saw a shade of embarrassment cross her 
face, as though she feared to have suggested compari- 
sons she had meant to avoid. 

He answered quite naturally: "Yes — I'm beginning 
to see my way now; and it's wonderful how they re- 
spond — " and they walked on without a shadow of 
constraint between them, while he described to her what 
was already done, and what direction his projected ex- 
periments were taking. 

The Dillons had been placed in charge of one of 
the old factory tenements, now transformed into a lodg- 
ing-house for unmarried operatives. Even its harsh 
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brick exterior, hung with creepers and brightened by 
flower-borders, had taken on a friendly air; and in- 
doors it had a clean sunny kitchen, a big dining-room 
with cheerful- coloured walls, and a room where the 
men could lounge and smoke about a table covered with 
papers. 

The creation of these model lodging-houses had 
always been a favourite scheme of Amherst's, and the 
Dillons, incapacitated for factory work, had shown them- 
selves admirably adapted to their new duties. In Mrs. 
Dillon's small hot sitting-room, among the starched sofa- 
tidies and pink shells that testified to the family pros- 
perity, Justine shone with enjoyment and sympathy. She 
had always taken an interest in the lives and thoughts 
of working- people; not so much the constructive interest 
of the sociological mind as the vivid imaginative con- 
cern of a heart open to every human appeal. She 
liked to hear about their hard struggles and small 
pathetic successes: the children's sicknesses, the father's 
lucky job, the little sum they had been able to put by, 
the plans they had formed for Tommy's advancement, 
and how Sue's good marks at school were still ahead of 
Mrs. Hagan's Mary's. 

"What I really like is to gossip with them, and give 
them advice about the baby's cough, and the cheapest 
way to do their marketing," she said laughing, as she 
and Amherst emerged once more into the street. "It's 
the same kind of interest I used to feel in my doUs 
and guinea pigs — a managing, interfering old maid's 
icleresL I don't believe I should care a straw for them 
if I couldn't dose them and order them about" 

Amherst laughed too; he recalled the time when he 
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had dreamed that just such warm personal sympathy 
was her sex's destined contribution to the broad work 
of human beneficence. Well, it had not been a dream: 
here was a woman whose deeds spoke for her. And 
suddenly the thought came to him: what might they not 
do at Westmore together! The brightness of it was 
blinding — like the dazzle of sunlight which faced them 
as they walked toward the mills. But it left him speech- 
less, confused — glad to have a pretext for routing Duplain 
out of the office, introducing him to Miss Brent, and 
asking him for the keys of the buildings. . . . 

It was wonderful, again, how she grasped what he 
was doing in the mills, and saw how his whole scheme 
hung together, harmonising the work and leisure of the 
operatives, instead of treating them as half machine, 
half man, and neglecting the man for the machine. Nor 
was she content with Utopian generalities: she wanted 
to know the how and why of each case, to hear what 
conclusions he drew from his results, to what solutions 
his experiments pointed. 

In explaining the mill work he forgot his constraint 
and returned to the free comradery of mind that had 
always marked their relation. He turned the key re- 
luctantly in the last door, and paused a moment on the 
threshold. 

"Anything more?" he said, with a laugh me^t to 
hide his desire to prolong their tour. 

She glanced up at the sun, which still swung free of- 
the tall factory roofs. 

"As much as you've time for. Cicely doesn't need 
me this afternoon, and I can't tell when I shall see 
Westmore again." 
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Her words fell on him with a chill, His smile faded, 
and he looked away for a moment 

"But I hope Cicely will be here often," he said. 

"Oh, 1 hope so too," she rejoined, with seeming un- 
consciousness of any connection between the wish and 
her previous words. 

Amherst hesitated. He had meant to propose a 
visit to the old Eldorado building, which now at last 
housed the long-desired night-schools and nursery; but 
since she had spoken he felt a sudden indifference to 
showing her anything more. What was the use, if she 
meant to leave Cicely, and drift out of his reach? He 
could get on well enough without sympathy and com- 
prehension, but his momentary indulgence in them made 
the ordinary taste of Ufe a little flaL 

"There must be more to see?" she continued, as 
they turned back toward the village; and he answered 
absently: "Oh, yes — if you like." 

He heard the change in his own voice, and knew by 
her quick side-glance that she had heard it too. 

"Please let me see everything that is compatible with 
ray getting a car to Hanaford by six." 

"Well, then — the night-school next," he said with 
an effort at lightness; and to shake off the impor- 
tunity of his own thoughts he added carelessly, as they 
valked on: "By the way— it seems improbable — but 
I think I saw Dr. Wyant yesterday in a Westmore 
car." 

She echoed the name in surprise. "Dr. Wyant? 
Really! Are you sure?" 

"Not quite; but if it wasn't he It was his ghost. 
You haven't heard of his being at Hanaford?" 
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"No. Pve heard nothing of him for ages." 

Something in her tone made him return her side- 
glance; but her voice, on closer analysis, denoted only 
indifference, and her profile seemed to express the same 
negative sentiment He remembered a vague Lynbrook 
rumour to the effect that the young doctor had been 
attracted to Miss Brent. Such floating seeds of gossip 
seldom rooted themselves in his mind, but now the fact 
acquired a new significance, and he wondered how he 
could have thought so little of it at the time. Probably 
her somewhat exaggerated air of indifference simply 
meant that she had been bored by Wyant's attentions, 
and that the reminder of them still roused a slight self- 
consciousness. 

Amherst was relieved by this conclusion, and mur- 
muring: "Oh, I suppose it can't have been he," led her 
rapidly on to the Eldorado. But the old sense of free 
communion was again obstructed, and her interest in 
the details of the schools and nursery now seemed to 
him only a part of her wonderful art of absorbing her- 
self in other people's affairs. He was a fool to have been 
duped by it — to have fancied it was anything more per- 
sonal than a grace of manner. 

As she turned away from inspecting the blackboards 
in one of the empty schoolrooms he paused before her 
and said suddenly: "You spoke of not seeing Westmore 
again. Are you thinking of leaving Cicely?" 

The words were almost the opposite of those he 
had intended to speak; it was as if some irrepressible 
inner conviction flung defiance at his surface distrust 
of her. 

She stood still also, and he saw a thought move 
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across her face. "Not immediately — but perhaps when 
Mr. Langhope can make some other arrangement " 

Owing to the half-holiday they had the school-build- 
ing to themselves, and the fact of being alone with her, 
without fear of interruption, woke in Amherst an uncon- 
trollable longing to taste for once the joy of unguarded 
utterance. 

"Why do you go?" he asked, moving close to the 
platform on which she stood. 

She hesitated, resting her hand on the teacher's 
desk. Her eyes were kind, but he thought her tone 
was cold. 

"This easy life is rather out of my line," she said 
at length, with a smile that draped her words in vague- 
ness. 

Amherst looked at her again — she seemed to be 
growing remote and inaccessible. "You mean that you 
don't want to stay?" 

His tone was so abrupt that it called forth one of 
her rare blushes. "No — not that. I have been very 
happy with Cicely — but soon I shall have to be doing 
something else." 

Why was she blushing? And what did her last 
phrase mean? "Something else — ?" The blood hummed 
in his ears — he began to hope she would not answer 
too quickly. 

She had sunk into the seat behind the desk, prop- 
ping her elbows on its lid, and letting her interlaced 
hands support her chin. A little bunch of violets which 
had been thrust into the folds of her dress detached 
itself and fell to the floor. 

"What I mean is," she said in a low voice, raising 
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her eyes to Amherst's, "that I've had a great desire 
lately to get back to real work — my special work . . . 
I've been too idle for the last year — I want to do some 
hard nursing; I want to help people who are miserable." 

She spoke earnestly, almost passionately, and as he 
listened his undefined fear was lifted. He had never 
before seen her in this mood, with brooding brows, and 
the darkness of the world's pain in her eyes. All her 
glow had faded — she was a dun thrush-like creature, 
clothed in semi- tints; yet she seemed much nearer than 
when her smile shot light on him. 

He stood motionless, his eyes absently fixed on the 
bunch of violets at her feet. Suddenly he raised his 
head, and broke out with a boyish blush: "Could it 
have been Wyant who was trying to see you?" 

"Dr. Wyant — trying to see me?" She lowered her 
hands to the desk, and sat looking at him with open wonder. 

He saw the irrelevance of his question, and burst, 
in spite of himself, into youthful laughter. 

"I mean — It's only that an unknown visitor called 
at the house yesterday, and insisted that you must have 
arrived. He seemed so annoyed at not finding you, 
that I thought ... I imagined ... it must be someone 
who knew you very well . . . and who had followed you 
here ... for some special reason. . . ." 

Her colour rose again, as if caught from his; but 
her eyes still declared her ignorance. "Some special 
reason ?" 

"And just now," he blurted out, "when you said you 
might not stay much longer with Cicely — I thought of 
the visit — and wondered if there was someone you 
jn^ajit to marry. . . ," 
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A silence fell between them. Justine rose slowly, her 
eyes screened under the veil she had lowered. "No — 
I don't mean to marry," she said, half-smiling, as she 
came down from the platform. 

Restored to his level, her small shadowy head just in 
a line with his eyes, she seemed closer, more approach- 
able and feminine — yet Amherst did not dare to 
speak. 

She took a few steps toward the window, looking 
out into the deserted street. "It's growing dark — I 
must go home," she said. 

"Yes," he assented absently as he followed her. He 
had no idea what she was saying. The inner voices 
in which they habitually spoke were growing louder 
than outward words. Or was it only the voice of his 
own desires that he heard— the cry of new hopes and 
un guessed capacities of living? All within him was 
fiood-tide: this was the top of life, surely — to feel her 
alike in his brain and his pulses, to steep sight and 
hearing in the joy of her nearness, while all the while 
thought spoke clear: "This is the mate of my mind." 

He began again abruptly. "Wouldn't you marry, if 
it gave you the chance to do what you say — if it 
otTered you hard work, and the opportunity to make 
things better ... for a great many people ... as no 
one but yourself could do it?" 

It was a strange way of putting his case: he was 
aware of it before he ended. But it had not occurred 
to him to tell her that she was lovely and desirable — 
Iq his humility he thought that what he had to give 
would plead for him better than what he was. 

The effect produced on her by his question, though 
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undecipherable, was extraordinary. She stiffened a litde, 
remaining quite motionless, her eyes on the street 

"You!" she just breathed; and he saw that she was 
beginning to tremble. 

His wooing had been harsh and clumsy — he was 
afraid it had offended her, and bis hand trembled too 
as it sought hers. 

"I only thought — it would be a dull business to most 
women — and I'm tied to it for life . . . but I thought 
. . . Tve seen so often how you pity suffering . . . how 
you long to relieve it. . . ." 

She turned away from him with a shuddering sigh. 
"Oh, I hate suffering!" she broke out, raising her hands 
to her face. 

Amherst was frightened. How senseless of him to 
go on reiterating the old plea! He ought to have 
pleaded for himself — to have let the man in him seek 
her and take his defeat, instead of beating about the 
flimsy bush of philanthropy. 

"I only meant — I was trying to make my work re- 
commend me . . ." he said with a half-laugh, as she 
remained silent, her eyes still turned away. 

The silence continued for a long time — it stretched 
between them like a narrowing interminable road, down 
which, with a leaden heart, he seemed to watch her 
gradually disappearing. And then, unexpectedly, as 
she shrank to a tiny speck at the dip of the road, the 
perspective was mysteriously reversed, and he felt her 
growing nearer again, felt her close to him — felt her 
hand in his. 

"Pm really just like other women, you know — I 
shall like it because it's your work," she said. 
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EvERVONE agreed that, on the whole, Mr. Langhope 
had behaved extremely well. 

He was just beginning to regain his equanimity in 
the matter of the will — to perceive that, in the eyes of 
the public, something important and distinguished was 
being done at Westmore, and that the venture, while 
reducing Cicely's income during her minority, might, 
in some incredible way, actually make for its ultimate 
increase. So much Mr. Langhope, always eager to 
take the easiest view of the inevitable, had begun to 
let fall in his confidential comments on Amherst; when 
his newly- regained balance was rudely sliaken by the 
news of his son-in-law's marriage. 

The free expression of his anger was baffled by the 
fact that, even by the farthest stretch of self-extenuating 
logic, he could find no one to blame for the event but 
himself. 

"Why on earth don't you say so — don't you call me 
a triple-dyed fool for bringing them together?" he 
challenged Mrs. Ansell, as they had the matter out to- 
gether in the small intimate drawing-room of her New 
Vork apartment 

Mrs. Ansell, stirring her tea with a pensive hand, 
met the challenge composedly. 

"At present you're doing it for me," she reminded 



L 



140 THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 

him; "and after all, Tm not so disposed to agree 
with you." 

*'Not agree with me? But you told me not to 
engage Miss Brent! Didn't you tell me not to engage 
her?" 

She made a hesitating motion of assent 

"But, good Lord, how was I to help myself? No 
man was ever in such a quandary!" he broke off, leap- 
ing back to the other side of the argument 

"No," she said, looking up at him suddenly. "I 
believe that, for the only time in your life, you were 
sorry then that you hadn't married me." 

She held his eyes for a moment with a look of gentle 
malice; then he laughed, and drew forth his* cigarette- 
case. 

"Oh, come — you've inverted the formula," he said, 
reaching out for the enamelled match-box at his elbow. 
She let the pleasantry pass with a slight smile, and he 
went on reverting to his grievance: "Why didn't you 
want me to engage Miss Brent?" 

"Oh, I don't know . . . some instinct" 

"You won't tell me?" 

"I couldn't if I tried; and now, after all " 

"After all— what?" 

She reflected. "You'll have Cicely off your mind, I 
mean." 

"Cicely off my mind?" Mr. Langhope was be- 
ginning to find his charming friend less consolatory than 
usual. After all, the most magnanimous woman has 
her circuitous way of saying I told you so. "As if any 
good governess couldn't have done that for me!" he 
grumbled. 
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"Ah— the present care for her. But I was looking 
ahead," she rejoined, 

"To what — if I may ask? " 

"The next few years — when Mrs. Amherst may have 
children of her own." 

"Children of her own?" He bounded up, furious 
at the suggestion. 

"Had it never occurred to you?" 

"Hardly as a source of consolation ! " 

"I think a philosophic mind might find it so." 

"I should really be interested to know how!" 

Mrs. Aosell put down her cup, and again turned her 
gentle tolerant eyes upon him. 

"Mr. Amherst, as a father, will take a more con- 
servative view of his duties. Everyone agrees that, in 
spite of his theories, he has a good head for business; 
and whatever he does at Westmore for the advantage 
of his children wll! naturally be for Cicely's advantage 
too." 

Mr. Langhope returned her gaze thoughtfully, 
"There's something in what you say," he admitted after 
a pause. "But it doesn't alter the fact that, with 
Amherst unmarried, the whole of the Westmore fortune 
would have gone back to Cicely — where it belongs." 

"Possibly. But it was so unlikely that he would 
remain unmarried." 

"I don't see whyl A man of honour would have 
felt bound to keep the money for Cicely." 

"But you must remember that, from Mr. Amherst's 
standpoint, the money belongs rather to Westmore thaji 
to Cicely." 

"He's no better than a socialist, then!" 
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"Well— supposing he isn't: the birth of a son and 
heir will cure that." 

Mr. Langhope winced, but she persisted gently: "It's 
really safer for Cicely as it is — " and before the end of 
the conference he found himself confessing, half against 
his will: "Well, since he hadn't the decency to remain 
single, Tm thankful he hasn't inflicted a stranger on us; 
and I shall never forget what Miss Brent did for my 
poor Bessy. . ." 

It was the view, she had wished to bring him to, and 
the view which, in due course, with all his accustomed 
grace and adaptability, he presented to the searching 
gaze of a society profoundly moved by the incident of 
Amherst's marriage. "Of course, if Mr. *Langhope ap- 
proves — " society reluctantly murmured; and that Mr. 
Langhope did approve was presently made manifest by 
every outward show of consideration toward the newly- 
wedded couple. 

Amherst and Justine had been married in September; 
and after a holiday in Canada and the Adirondacks 
they returned to Hanaford for the winter. Amherst had 
proposed a short flight to Europe; but his wife preferred 
to settle down at once to her new duties. 

The announcement of her marriage had been met 
by Mrs. Dressel with a comment which often afterward 
returned to her memory. "It's splendid for you, of 
course, dear, in one way," her friend had murmured, 
between disparagement and envy — "that is, if you can 
stand talking about the Westmore mill-hands all the rest 
of your life." 

"Oh, but I couldn't — I should hate it!" Justine had 
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energetically rejoined; meeting Mrs. Dressel's admonitory 
"Well, then?" with the laughing assurance that sAe 
meant to lead the conversation. 

She knew well enough what the admonition meant 
To Amherst, so long thwarted in his chosen work, the 
subject of Westmore was becoming an idee fixe; and 
it was natural that Hanaford should class him as a man 
of one topic But Justine had guessed at his other 
side; a side as long thwarted, and far less articulate, 
which she intended to wake into life. She had felt 
it in him from the first, though their talks had so uni- 
formly turned on the subject which palled on Hana- 
ford; and it had been revealed to her during the silent 
hours among his books, when she had grown into such 
close intimacy with his mind. 

She did not, assuredly, mean to spend the rest of 
her days talking about the Westmore miil-hands; but in 
the arrogance of her joy she wished to begin her married 
life in the setting of its habitual duties, and to achieve 
the victory of evoking the secret unsuspected Amherst 
out of the preoccupied business man chained to his task. 
Dull lovers might have to call on romantic scenes to 
wake romantic feelings; but Justine's glancing imagina- 
tion leapt to the challenge of extracting poetry from the 
prose of routine. 

And this was precisely the triumph that the first 
months brought her. To mortal eye , Amherst and 
Justine seemed to be living at Hanaford; in reality 
they were voyaging on unmapped seas of adventure. 
The seas were limitless, and studded with happy islands: 
every fresh discovery they made about each other, 
every new agreement of ideas and feelings, offered it- 
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self to these intrepid explorers as a friendly coast where 
they might beach their keel and take their bearings. 
Thus, in the thronging hum of metaphor, Justine some- 
times pictured their relation; seeing it, again, as a 
journey through crowded populous cities, where every 
face she met was Amherst's; or, contrarily, as a 
multiplication of points of perception, so that one be- 
came, for the world's contact, a surface so multitudin- 
ously alive that the old myth of hearing the grass 
grow and walking the rainbow explained itself as the 
heightening of personality to the utmost pitch of sym- 
pathy. 

In reality, the work at Westmore became an almost 
necessary sedative after these flights into the blue. She 
felt sometimes that they would have been bankrupted 
of sensations if daily hours of drudgery had not pro- 
vided a reservoir in which fresh powers of enjoyment 
could slowly gather. And their duties had the rarer 
quality of constituting, precisely, the deepest, finest 
bond between them, the clarifying element which saved 
their happiness from stagnation, and kept it in the 
strong mid-current of human feeling. 

It was this element in their affection which, in the 
last days of November, was unexpectedly put on trial. 
Mr. Langhope, since his return from his annual visit to 
Europe, showed signs of diminishing strength and 
elasticity. He had had to give up his nightly dinner 
parties, to desert his stall at the Opera: to take, in 
short, as he plaintively put it, his social pleasures 
homoeopathically. Certain of his friends explained the 
change by saying that he had never been "quite the 
same" since his daughter's death; while others found 
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its determining cause in the shock of Amherst's second 
marriage. But this insinuation Mr. Langhope in due 
time discredited by writing to ask the Amhersts if they 
would not pity his loneUness and spend the winter in 
town with him. The proposal came in a letter to 
Justine, which she handed to her husband one after- 
noon 00 his return from the mills. 

She sat behind the tea-table in the Westmore draw- 
L ing-room, now at last transformed, not into Mrs. 
Dressei's vision of "something lovely in Lxiuis Seize," 
but into a warm yet sober setting for books, for 
scattered dowers, for deep chairs and shaded lamps in 
pleasant nearness to eacli other. 

Amherst raised his eyes from the letter, thinking as 
he did so how well her bright head, with its flame-like 
play of meanings, fitted into the background she had 
made for iL Still unobservant of external details, he 
was beginning to feel a vague well-being of the eye 
wherever her touch had passed. 

"Well, we must do it," he said simply. 

"Oh, must we?" she murmured, holding out his 
cup. 

He smiled at her note of dejection. "Unnatural 
woman! New York vtnus Hanaford — do you really 
dislike it so much?" 

She tried to bring a tone of consent into her voice. 
"I shall be very glad to be with Cicely again — and that, 
of course," she reflected, "is the reason why Mr. Lang- 
hooe wants us." 

BWell — if it is, it's a good reason." ^^ 

Jfes. But how much shall you be with us?" ^Bl 
fiTUi af Ik. Tree. If, I o ^^M 
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"If you say SO, I'll arrange to get away for a month 
or two." 

"Oh, no: I don't want that!" she said, with a smile 
that triumphed a little. "But why should not Cicely 
come here?" 

"If Mr. Langhope is cut off from his usual amuse- 
ments, I'm afraid that would only make him more 
lonely." 

"Yes, I suppose so." She put aside her untasted 
cup, resting her elbows on her knees, and her chin on 
her clasped hands, in the attitude habitual to her in 
moments of inward debate. 

Amherst rose and seated himself on the sofa beside 
her. "Dear! What is it?" he said, drawing her hands 
down, so that she had to turn her face to his. 

"Nothing ... I don't know ... a superstition. I've 
been so happy here!" 

"Is our happiness too perishable to be trans- 
planted?" 

She smiled and answered by another question. 
"You don't mind doing it, then?" 

Amherst hesitated. "Shall I tell you? I feel that 
it's a sort of ring of Polycrates. It may buy off the 
jealous gods." 

A faint shrinking from some importunate suggestion 
seemed to press her closer to him. "Then you feel 
they are jealous? " she breathed, in a half-laugh. 

"I pity them if they're not!" 

"Yes," she agreed, rallying to his tone. "I only had 
a fancy that they might overlook such a dull place as 
Hanaford." 
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Amherst drew her to him. "Isn't it, on the contrary, 
ifl the ash-heaps that the rag-pickers prowl?" 

There was no disguising it: she was growing afraid 
of her happiness. Her husband's analogy of the ring 
expressed her fear. She seemed to herself to carry a 
)Iazing jewel on her breast — something that singled 
ler out for human envy and divine pursuit She had 
. preposterous longing to dress plainly and shabbily, 
y subdue her voice and gestures, to try to slip through 
fe unnoticed; yet all the while she knew that her jewel 
'ould shoot its rays through every disguise. And from 
le depths of ancient atavistic instincts came the hope 
lat Amherst was right — that by sacrificing their precious 
^litude to Mr. Langhope's convenience they might still 
eceive the gods. 

Once pledged to her new task, Justine, as usual, 
spoused it with ardour. It was pleasant, even among 
reater joys, to see her husband again frankly wel- 
omed by Mr. Langhope; to see Cicely bloom into 
appiness at their coming; and to overhear Mr. Lang- 
ope exclaim, in a confidential aside to his son-in-law: 
It's wonderful, the bien-etre that wife of yours difiuses 
bout her!" 

The element of bien-etre was the only one in which 
It. Langhope could draw breath; and to those who 
ept him immersed in it he was prodigal of delicate 
ttentions. The experiment, in short, was a complete 
iccess; and even Amherst's necessary weeks at Hana- 
>rd had the merit of giving a finer flavour to his brief 
ppeaiances. 

10* 
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Of all this Justine was thinking as she drove down 
Fifth Avenue one January afternoon to meet her hus- 
band at the Grand Central station. She had tamed 
her happiness at last: the quality of fear had left it, 
and it nestled in her heart like some wild creature 
subdued to human ways. And, as her inward bliss 
became more and more a quiet habit of the mind, the 
longing to help and minister returned, absorbing her 
more deeply in her husband's work. 

She dismissed the carriage at the station, and when 
his train had arrived they emerged together into the 
cold winter twilight and turned up Madison Avenue. 
These walks home from the station gave them a little 
more time to themselves than if they had driven; and 
there was always so much to tell on both sides. This 
time the news was all good: the work at Westmore was 
prospering, and on Justine's side there was a more 
cheerful report of Mr. Langhope's health, and — best 
of all — his promise to give them Cicely for the summer. 
Amherst and Justine were both anxious that the child 
should spend more time at Hanaford, that her young 
associations should begin to gather about Westmore; and 
Justine exulted in the fact that the suggestion had come 
from Mr. Langhope himself, while she and Amherst 
were still planning how to lead him up to it 

They reached the house while this triumph was still 
engaging them; and in the doorway Amherst turned to 
her with a smile. 

"And of course — dear man! — he believes the idea 
is all his. There's nothing you can't make people be- 
lieve, you little Jesuit!" 

"I don't think there is!" she boasted,, falling gaily 
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into his tone; and then, as the door opened, and she 
entered the hall, her eyes fell on a blotted envelope 
which lay among the letters on the table. 

The parlour-maid proffered it with a word of ex- 
planation. "A gentleman left it for you, madam; he 
asked to see you, and said he'd call for the answer in 
a day or two." 

"Another begging letter, I suppose," said Amherst, 
turning into the drawing-room, where Mr. Langhope and 
Cicely awaited them; and Justine, carelessly pushing the 
envelope into her muff, murmured "I suppose so" as 
she followed him. 
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Over the tea-table Justine forgot the note in htr 
muff; but when she went upstairs to dress it fell to 
the floor, and she picked it up and laid it on her 
dressing-table. 

She had already recognised the hand as Wyanfs, 
for it was not the first letter she had received from him. 

Three times since her marriage he had appealed to 
her for help, excusing himself on the plea of difficulties 
and ill-health. The first time he wrote, he alluded 
vaguely to having married, and to being compelled, 
through illness, to give up his practice at Clifton. On 
receiving this letter she made enquiries, and learned 
that, a month or two after her departure from Lyn- 
brook, Wyant had married a Clifton girl — a pretty 
piece of flaunting innocence, whom she remembered 
about the lanes, generally with a young man in a buggy. 
There had evidently been something obscure and pre- 
cipitate about the marriage, which was a strange one 
for the ambitious young doctor. Justine conjectured 
that it might have been the cause of his leaving Clifton 
— or perhaps he had already succumbed to the fatal 
habit she had suspected in him. At any rate he seemed, 
in some mysterious way, to have dropped in two years 
from promise to failure; yet she could not believe that, 
with his talents, and the name he had begun to make^ 
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Such a lapse could be more than temporary. She had 
often heard Dr. Garford prophesy great things for him; 
but Dr. Garford had died suddenly during the previous 
summer, and the loss of this powerful friend was men- 
tioned by Wyant among his misfortunes. 

Justine was anxious to help ,him, but her marriage 
to a rich man had not given her the command of much 
money. She and Amherst, choosing to regard them- 
selves as pensioners on the Westmore fortune, were 
scrupulous in restricting their personal expenditure; 
and her work among the mill-hands brought many de- 
mands on the modest allowance which her husband had 
insisted on her accepting. In reply to Wyant's first 
appeal, which reached her soon after her marriage, she 
had sent him a hundred dollars; but when the second 
came, some two months later — with a fresh tale of ill- 
luck and ill-health — she had not been able to muster 
more than half the amount. Finally a third letter had 
arrived, a short time before their leaving for New York. 
It told the same story of persistent misfortune, but on 
this occasion Wyant, instead of making a direct appeal 
for money, suggested that, through her hospital con- 
nections, she should help him to establish a New York 
practice. His tone was half-whining, half-peremptory, 
his once precise writing smeared and illegible; and 
these indications, combined with her former suspicions, 
convinced her that, for the moment, he was unfit for 
medical work. At any rate, she could not assume the 
responsibility of recommending him; and in answering 
she advised him to apply to some of the physicians he 
had worked with at Lynbrook, softening her refusal by 
the enclosure of a small sum of money. To this letter 
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she received no answer. Wyant doubtless found the 
money insufficient, and resented her unwillingness to 
help him by the use of her influence; and she felt sure 
that the note before her contained a renewal of his 
former request 

An obscure reluctance made her b^in to imdress 
before opening it She felt slightly tired and indolently 
happy, and she did not wish any jarring impression to 
break in on the sense of completeness which her hus- 
band's coming always put into her life. Her happiness 
was making her timid and luxurious: she was beginning 
to shrink from even trivial annoyances. 

But when at length, in her dressing-gown, her loosened 
hair about her shoulders, she seated herself before the 
toilet-mirror, Wyant's note once more confronted her. 
It was absurd to put off reading it — if he asked for 
money again, she would simply confide the whole busi- 
ness to Amherst 

She had never spoken to her husband of her cor- 
respondence with Wyant The mere fact that the latter 
had appealed to her, instead of addressing himself to 
Amherst, made her suspect that he had a weakness to 
hide, and counted on her professional discretion. But 
his continued importunities would certainly release her 
from any such supposed obligation; and she thought 
with relief of casting the weight of her difficulty on her 
husband's shoulders. 

She opened the note and read. 

"I did not acknowledge your last letter because I 
was ashamed to tell you that the money was not enough 
to be of any use. But I am past shame now. My 
wife was confined three weeks ago, and has been des- 



THE t'RUrr OF THE TREE. I53 

perately ill ever since. She is in no state to move, but 
we shall be put out of these rooms unless I can get 
money or work at once. A word from you would 
have given me a start in New York — and I'd be 
willing to begin again as an interne or a doctor's as- 
sistant 

"I have never reminded you of what you owe me, 
and I should not do so now if I hadn't been to hell and 
back since I saw you. But I suppose you would rather 
have me remind you than apply to Mr. Amherst. Vou 
can tell me when to call for my answer," 

Justine laid down the letter and looked up. Her 
eyes rested on her own reflection in the glass, and it 
frightened her. She sat motionless, with a thickly- 
beating heart, one hand clenched on the letter. 

"/ suppose you would rather have me remind you 
Ihan apply to Mr. Amherst." 

That was what his impottunity meant, thenl She 
had been paying blackmail all this time. , . . Some- 
where, from the first, in an obscure fold of conscious- 
ness, she had felt the stir of an unnamed, unacknow- 
ledged fear; and now the fear raised its head and looked 
at her. Well! She would look back at it, then: look 
it straight in the malignant eye. What was it, after 
all, but a "bugbear to scare children" — the ghost of 
the opinion of the many? She had suspected from the 
first that Wyant knew of her having shortened the term 
of Bessy Amherst's sufferings — returning to the room 
when he did, it was almost impossible that he should 
not have guessed what had happened; and his silence 
had made her believe that he understood her motive 
and approved it. But, supposing she had been mis- 
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taken, she still had nothing to fear, since she had done 
nothing that her own conscience condemned. If the 
act were to do again she would do it — she had never 
known a moment's regret! 

Suddenly she heard Amherst's step in the passage — 
heard him laughing and talking as he chased Cicely up 
the stairs to the nursery. 

If she was not afraid, why had she never told Am' 
herst? 

Why, the answer to that was simple enough! She 
had not told him because she was not afraid. From 
the first she had retained sufficient detachment to view 
her act impartially, to find it completely justified by 
circumstances, and to decide that, since those circum- 
stances could be but partly and indirectly known to her 
husband, she not only had the right to keep her own 
counsel, but was actually under a kind of obligation 
not to force on him the knowledge of a fact that he 
could not alter and could not completely judge. . . . 
Was there any flaw in this line of reasoning? Did it 
not show a deliberate weighing of conditions, a perfect 
rectitude of intention? And, after all, she had had 
Amherst's virtual consent to her act! She knew his 
feelings on such matters — his independence of tradi- 
tional judgments, his horror of inflicting needless pain — 
she was as sure of his intellectual assent as of her own. 
She was even sure that, when she told him, he would 
appreciate her reasons for not telling him before. . . . 

For now of course he must know everything — this 
horrible letter made it inevitable. She regretted that 
she had decided, though for the best of reasons, not to 
speak to him of her own accord; for it was intolerable 
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that he should think of any external pressure as having 
brought her to avowal. But no! he would not think 
that The understanding between them was so com- 
plete that no deceptive array of circumstances could 
ever make her motives obscure to him. She let herself 
rest a moment in the thought . , . 

Presendy she heard him moving in the next room- 
he had come back to dress for dinner. She would go 
to him now, at once^she could not bear this weight on 
her mind the whole evening. She pushed back her 
chair, crumpling the letter in her hand; but as she did 
so, her eyes again fell on her reflection. She could not 
go to her husband with such a face! If she was not 
afraid, why did she look like that? 

Well — she was afraid! It would be easier and 
simpler to admit it She was afraid — afraid for the first 
lime — afraid for her own happiness! She had had just 
eight months of happiness — it was horrible to think of 
losing it so soon. . . . Losing it? But why should she 
lose it? The letter must have affected her brain. . . . 
all her thoughts were in a b!ur of fear. . . . Fear of 
what? Of the man who understood her as no one 
else understood her? The man to whose wisdom and 
mercy she trusted as the believer trusts in God? This 
was a kind of abominable nightmare — even Amherst's 
image had been distorted in her mind! The only way 
to clear her brain, to recover the normal sense of things, 
was to go to him now, at once, to feel his arms about 
her, to let his kiss dispel her fears. . . . She rose with 
a long breath of relief 

She had to cross the length of the room to reach 
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his door, and when she had gone half-way she heard 
him knock. 

"May I come in?" 

She was dose to the fire-place, and a bright fire 
burned on the hearth. 

"Come in!" she answered; and as she did so, she 
turned and dropped Wyant's letter into the fire. Her 
hand had crushed it into a little ball, and she saw the 
flames spring up and swallow it before her husband 
entered. 

It was not that she had changed her mind — she still 
meant to tell him everything. But to hold the letter 
was like holding a venomous snake — she wanted to 
exterminate it, to forget that she had ever seen the 
blotted repulsive characters. And she could not bear 
to have Amherst's eyes rest on it, to have him know 
that any man had dared to write to her in that tone. 
What vile meanings might not be read between Wyant*s 
phrases? She had a right to tell the story in her own 
way — the true way. . . . 

As Amherst approached, in his evening clothes, the 
heavy locks smoothed from his forehead, a flower of 
Cicely's giving in his buttonhole, she thought she had 
never seen him look so kind and handsome. 

"Not dressed? Do you know that it's ten minutes 
to eight?" he said, coming up to her with a smile. 

She roused herself, putting her hands to her hair. 
"Yes, I know — I forgot," she murmured, longing to feel 
his arms about her, but standing rooted to the ground, 
unable to move an inch nearer. 

It was he who came close, drawing her lifted hands 
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iiito his. "You look worried — I hope it was nothing 
troublesome that made you forget?" 

The divine kindness in his voice, his eyes! Ves — it 
would be easy, quite easy, to tell him. , . . 

"No — yes — I was a little troubled . . ." she said, 
feeling the warmth of his touch flow tlirough her hands 
reassuriogly. 

"Dear! What about?" 

She drew a deep breath. "The letter—^" 

He looked puzzled. "What letter?" 

"Downstairs . . . when we came in ... it was not an 
ordinary begging-letter." 

"No? What then?" he asked, his face clouding. 

She noticed the change, and it frightened her. Was 
he angry? Was he going to be angry? But how ab- 
surd! He was only distressed at her distress. 

"What then?" he repeated, more gently. 

She looked up into his eyes for an instant "It was 

a horrible letter- " she whispered, as she pressed her 

clasped hands against him. 

His grasp tightened on her wrists, and again the stern 
look crossed his face. "Horrible? What do you mean?" 

She had never seen him angry — but she felt sud- 
denly that, to the guilty creature, his anger would be 
terrible. He would crush Wyant — she must be careful 
how she spoke. 

"I didn't mean that — only painful. . . ." 

"Where is the letter? Let me see it." 
> : "Oh, nol" she exclaimed, shrinking away. 
, "Justine, what has happened? What ails you?" 

On a blind impulse she had backed toward the 
bearth, propping her arms against the mantel-piece 
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while she stole a secret glance at the embers. Nothing 
remained of it — no, nothing. 

But suppose it was against herself that his anger 
turned? The idea was preposterous, yet she trembled 
at it It was clear that she must say something at 
once — must somehow account for her agitation. But 
the sense that she was unnerved — no longer in control 
of her face, her voice — made her feel that she would 
tell her story badly if she told it now. . . . Had she not 
the right to gain a respite, to choose her own hour? 
Weakness — weakness again! Every delay would only 
increase the phantom terror. Now, now — with, her head 
on his breast! 

She turned toward him and began to speak impul- 
sively. 

"I can't show you the letter, because it's not — not 
my secret " 

"Ah?" he murmured, perceptibly relieved. 

"It's from someone — unlucky — whom I've known 
about . . ." 

"And whose troubles have been troubling you? But 
can't we help?" 

She shone on him through gleaming lashes. "Some- 
one poor and ill — who needs money, I mean " She 

tried to laugh away her tears. "And I haven't any! 
That's my trouble!" 

"Foolish child! And to beg you are ashamed? And 
so you're letting your tears cool Mr. Langhope's soup?" 
He had her in his arms now, his kisses drying her 
cheek; and she turned her head so that their lips met 
in a long pressure. 
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"Will a hundred dollars do?" he asked with a smile 
as he released her. 

A hundred dollars! No — she was almost sure they 
vould not But she tried to shape a murmur of grati- 
ude. "Thank you — thank you! I hated to ask. . . ." 

"I'll write the cheque at once." 

"No — no," she protested, "there's no hurry." 

But he went back to his room, and she turned again 
) the toilet-table. Her face was painful to look at still 
-but a light was breaking through its fear. She felt 
le touch of %, narcotic in her veins. How calm and 
eaceful the room was — and how delicious to think that 
er life would go on in it, safely and peacefully, in the 
Id familiar way! 

As she swept up her hair, passing the comb through 
, and flinging it dexterously over her lifted wrist, she 
card Amherst cross the floor behind her, and pause to 
ly something on her writing-table. 

"Thank you," she murmured again, lowering her 
ead as he passed. 

When the door had closed on him she thrust the 
LSt pin into her hair, dashed some drops of Cologne on 
er face, and went over to the writing-table. As she 
icked up the cheque she saw it was for three hundred 
ollars. 
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XXXIV. 

Once or twice, in the days that followed, Justine 
found herself thinking that she had never known hap- 
piness before. The old state of secure well-being seemed 
now like a dreamless sleep; but this new bliss, on its 
sharp pinnacle ringed with fire — this thrilling conscious 
joy, daily and hourly snatched from fear — this was living, 
not sleeping! 

Wyant acknowledged her gift with profuse, almost 
servile thanks. She had sent it without a word — saying 
to herself that pity for his situation made it possible 
to ignore his baseness. And the days went on as be- 
fore. She was not conscious of any change, save in the 
heightened, almost artificial quality of her happiness, 
till one day in March, when Mr. Langhope announced 
that he was going for two or three weeks to a friend's 
shooting-box in the south. The anniversary of Bess/s 
death was approaching, and Justine knew that at that 
time he always absented himself 

"Supposing you and Amherst were to carry off Cicely 
till I come back? Perhaps you could persuade him to 
break away from work for once — or, if that's impossible, 
you could take her with you to Hanaford. She looks a 
little pale, and the change would be good for her." 

This was a great concession on Mr. Langhope's part, 
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and Justine saw the pleasure in her husband's face. It 
was the first time that his father-in-law had suggested 
Cicely's going to Hanaford. 

"I'm afraid I can't break away just now, sir," Am- 
herst said, "but it will be delightful for Justine if you'll 
give us Cicely while you're away." 

"Take her by all means, my dear fellow: I always 
sleep on both ears when she's with your wife." 

It was nearly three months since Justine had left 
Hanaford — and now she was to return there alone with 
her husband! There would be hours, of course, when 
the child's presence was between them — or when, again, 
his work would keep him at the mills. But in the 
evenings, when Cicely was in bed — when he and she 
sat alone together in the Westmore drawing-room — in 
Bess/s drawing-room! . . . No — she must find some 
excuse for remaining away till she had again grown 
used to the idea of being alone with Amherst Every 
day she was growing a little more used to it; but it 
would take time — time, and the full assurance that 
Wyant was silenced. Till then she could not go back 
to Hanaford. 

She found a pretext in her own health. She pleaded 
that she was a little tired, below par . . . and to return 
to Hanaford meant returning to hard work; with the 
best will in the world she could not be idle there. 
Might she not, she suggested, take Cicely to Tuxedo 
or Lakewood, and thus get quite away from house- 
hold cares and good works? The pretext rang hollow 
— it was so unlike her! She saw Amherst's eyes rest 
anxiously on her as Mr. Langhope uttered his prompt 
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assent Certainly she did look tired— Mr. Langhope 
himself had noticed it. Had he perhaps overtaxed 
her energies, left the household too entirely on her 
shoulders? Oh, no — -it was only the New York air . . . 
like Cicely, she pined for a breath of the woods. . . 
And so, the day Mr. Langhope left, she and Cicely 
were packed off to Lakewood, 

They stayed there a week: then a fit of restlessness 
drove Justine back to town. She found an excuse in 
the constant rain — it was really useless, as she wrote 
Mr. Langhope, to keep the child imprisoned in an 
overheated hotel while they conld get no benefit from 
the outdoor life. In reality, she found the long lonely 
hours uneedurable. She pined for a sight of her hus- 
band, and thought of committing Cicely to Mrs. Ansell's 
care, and making a sudden dash for Hanaford, Bui 
the vision of the long evenings in the Westmore drawing- 
room again restrained her. No — she would simply go 
back to New York, dine out occasionally, go to a con- 
cert or two, trust to the usual demands of town life to 
crowd her hours with small activities. , ■ And in another 
week Mr. Langhope would be back and the days would 
resume their norma! course. 

On arriving, she looked feverishly through the letters 
in the hall. None from Wyant — that fear was allayed! 
Every day added to her reassurance. By this time, no 
doubt, he was on his feet again, and ashamed— un- 
utterably ashamed — of the threat that despair had wrung 
from him. She felt almost sure that his shame would 
keep him from ever attempting to see her, or even fi^jm 
writing again. 

"A gentleman called to see you yesterday, madam — 
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he would give no name," the parlour-maid said. And 
there was the sick fear back on her again! She could 
hardly control the trembling of her lips as she asked: 
"Did he leave no message?" 

"No, madam: he only wanted to know when you'd 
be back." 

She longed to return: "And did you tell him?" 
but restrained herself, and passed into the drawing- 
room. After all, the parlour-maid had not described 
the caller — why jump to the conclusion that it was 
Wyant? 

Three days passed, and no letter came^rib sign. 
She struggled with the temptation to desc^oe Wyant 
to the servants, and to forbid his admission. But it 
would not do. They were nearly all old servants, in 
whose eyes she was still the intruder, the upstart sick- 
nurse — she could not wholly trust them. And each day 
she felt a little easier, a little more convinced that the 
unknown visitor had not been Wyant 

On the fourth day she received a letter from Am- 
herst He hoped to be back on the morrow, but as his 
plans were still uncertain he would telegraph in the 
morning — and meanwhile she must keep well, and rest, 
and amuse herself . . 

Amuse herself! That evening, as it happened, she 
was going to the theatre with Mrs. Ansell. She and 
Mrs. Ansell, though outwardly on perfect terms, had 
not greatly advanced in intimacy. The agitated, decen- 
tralised life of the older woman seemed futile and trivial 
to Justine; but on Mr. Langhope's account she wished 
to keep up an appearance of friendship with his friend, 
and the same motive doubtless inspired Mrs. Ansell. 

II* 
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Just now, at any rate, Justine was grateful for her at- 
tentions, and glad to go about with her. Anything — 
anything to get away from her own thoughts! That 
was the pass she had come to. 

At the theatre, in a proscenium box, the publicity, 
the light and movement, the action of the play, all 
helped to distract and quiet her. At such moments 
she grew ashamed of her fears. Why was she torment- 
ing herself? If Bjoything happened she had only to 
ask her husband for more money. She never spoke 
to him of her good works, and there would be nothing 
to excite suspicion in her asking help again: for the 
friend whose secret she was pledged to keep. . . But 
nothing was going to happen. As the play progressed, 
and the stimulus of talk and laughter flowed through 
her veins, she felt a complete return of confidence. And 
then suddenly she glanced across the house, and saw 
Wyant looking at her. 

He sat rather far back, in one of the side rows just 
beneath the balcony, so that his face was partly shaded. 
But even in the shadow it frightened her. She had 
been prepared for a change, but not for this ghastly 
deterioration. And he continued to look at her. 

She began to be afraid that he would do something 
conspicuous — point at her, or stand up in his seat She 
thought he looked half-mad — or was it her own hal- 
lucination that made him appear so? She and Mrs. 
Ansell were alone in the box for the moment, and she 
started up, pushing back her chair. . . 

Mrs. Ansell leaned forward. "What is it?" 
"Nothing — the heat — PU sit back for a moment" 
But as she withdrew into the back of the box, she 
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was seized by a new fear. If he was still watching, 
might he not come to the door and try to speak to her? 
Her only safety lay in remaining in full view of the 
audience; and she returned to Mrs. Ansell's side. 

The other members of the party came back — the 
bell rang, the footlights blazed, the curtain rose. She 
lost herself in the mazes of the play. She sat so mo- 
tionless, her face so intently turned toward the stage, 
that the muscles at the back of her neck began to 
stiffen. And then, quite suddenly, toward the middle 
of the act, she felt an undefinable sense of relief. She 
could not tell what caused it — but slowly, cautiously, 
while the eyes of the others were intent upon the stage, 
she turned her head and looked toward Wyant's seat. 
It was empty. 

Her first thought was that he had gone to wait for 
her outside. But no — there were two more acts: why 
should he stand at the door for half the evening? 

At last the act ended; the entr'acte elapsed; the play 
went on again — and still the seat was empty. Gradu- 
ally she persuaded herself that she had been mistaken 
in thinking that the man who had occupied it was 
Wyant Her self-command returned, she began to 
think and talk naturally, to follow the dialogue on the 
stage — and when the evening was over, and Mrs. An- 
sell set her down at her door, she had almost forgotten 
her fears. 

The next morning she felt calmer than for many 
days. She was sure now that if Wyant had wished to 
speak to her he would have waited at the door of the 
theatre; and the recollection of his miserable face made 
apprehension yield to pity. She began to feel that she 
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had treated him coldly, uncharitably. They had been 
friends once, as well as fellow- workers; but she had 
been false even to the comradeship of the hospital. 
She should have sought him out and given him sym- 
pathy as well as money; had she shown some sign of 
human kindness his last letter might never have been 
written. 

In the course of the morning Amherst telegraphed 
that he hoped to settle his business in time to catch 
the two o'clock express, but that his plans were still 
uncertain. Justine and Cicely lunched alone, and after 
luncheon the little girl was despatched to her dancing- 
class. Justine herself meant to go out when the 
brougham returned. She went up to her room to 
dress, planning to drive in the park, and to drop in on 
Mrs. Ansell before she called for Cicely; but on the 
way downstairs she saw the servant opening the door 
to a visitor. It was too late to draw back; and de- 
scending the last steps she found herself face to face 
with Wyant. 

They looked at each other a moment in silence; then 
Justine murmured a word of greeting and led the way 
to the drawing-room. 

It was a snowy afternoon, and in the raw ash-coloured 
light she thought he looked more changed than at the 
theatre. She remarked, too, that his clothes were worn 
and untidy, his gloveless hands soiled and tremulous. 
None of the degrading signs of his infirmity were 
lacking; and she saw at once that, while in the early 
days of the habit he had probably mixed his drugs, so 
that the conflicting symptoms neutralised each other, 
he had now sunk into open morphia-taking. She felt 
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profoundly sorry for him; yet as he followed her into 
the room physical repulsion again mastered the sense of 
pity. 

But where action was possible she was always self- 
controlled, and she turned to him quietly as they seated 
themselves. 

"I have been wishing to see you," she said, looking 
at him. "I have felt that I ought to have done so 
sooner — to have told you how sorry I am for your bad 
luck." 

He returned her glance with surprise: they were 
evidently the last words he had expected. 

"You're very kind," he said in a low embarrassed 
voice. He had kept on his shabby overcoat, and he 
twirled his hat in his hands as he spoke. 

"I have felt," Justine continued, "that perhaps a 
talk with you might be of more use " 

He raised his head, fixing her with bright narrowed 
eyes. "I have felt so too: that's my reason for coming. 
You sent me a generous present some weeks ago — but 
I don't want to go on living on charity." 

"I understand that," she answered. "But why have 
you had to do so? Won't you tell me just what has 
happened?" 

She felt the words to be almost a mockery; yet she 
could not say "I read your history at a glance;" and 
she hoped that her question might draw out his 
wretched secret, and thus give her the chance to speak 
frankly. 

He gave a nervous laugh. "Just what has happened? 
Ifs a long story — and some of the details are not 
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particularly pretty." He broke off, moving his hat more 
rapidly through his trembling hands. 

"Never mind: tell me." 

"Well — after you all left Lynbrook I had rather a 
bad break-down — the strain of Mrs. Amherst's case, I 
suppose. You remember Bramble, the Clifton grocer? 
Miss Bramble nursed me — I daresay you remember her 
too. When I recovered I married her — and after that 
things didn't go well." 

He paused, breathing quickly, and looking about the 
room with odd, furtive glances. "I was only half-well, 
anyhow — I couldn't attend to my patients properly — 
and aft«r a few months we decided to leave Clifton, 
and I bought a practice in New Jersey. But my wife 
was ill there, and things went wrong again — damnably. 
I suppose you've guessed that my marriage was a mis- 
take. She had an idea that we should do better in 
New York — so we came here a few months ago, and 
we've done decidedly worse." 

Justine listened with a sense of discouragement. She 
saw now that he did not mean to acknowledge his fail- 
ing, and knowing the secretiveness of the drug-taker she 
decided that he was deluded enough to think he could 
still deceive her. 

"Well," he began again, with an attempt at jaunti- 
ness, "I've found out that in my profession it's a hard 
struggle to get on your feet again, after illness or — or 
any bad set-back. That's the reason I asked you to 
say a word for me. It's not only the money, though I 
need that badly — I want to get back my self-respect 
With my record I oughtn't to be where I am — and you 
can speak for me better than anyone." 
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"Why better than the doctors you've worked with?" 
Justine put the question abruptly, looking him straight 
in the eyes. 

His glance dropped, and an unpleasant flush rose to 
his thin cheeks. 

"Well — as it happens, you're better situated than 
anyone to help me to the particular thing I want" 

"The particular thing ?" 

"Yes. I understand that Mr. Langhope and Mrs. 
Ansell are both interested in the new wing for paying 
patients at Saint Christopher's. I want the position of 
house-physician there, and I know you can get it for 
me." 

His tone changed as he spoke, till with the last 
words it became rough and almost menacing. 

Justine felt her colour rise, and her heart began to 
beat confusedly. Here was the truth, then: she could 
no longer be the dupe of her own compassion. The 
man knew his power and meant to use it But at the 
thought her courage was in arms. 

"I'm sorry — but ifs impossible," she said. 

"Impossible — why? " 

She continued to look at him steadily. "You said 
just now that you wished to regain your self-respect 
Well, you must regain it before you can ask me — or 
anyone else — to recommend you to a position of 
trust" 

Wyant half-rose, with an angry murmur. "My self- 
respect? What do you mean? /meant that I'd lost 
courage — through ill-luck " 

"Yes; and your ill-luck has come through your own 
fault. Till you cure yourself you're not fit to cure others." 
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He sank back into his seat, glowering at her under 
sullen brows; then his expression gradually changed to 
half-sneering admiration. "You're a plucky onel" he 
said. 

Justine repressed a movement of disgust "I am 
very sorry for you/' she said gravely. "I saw this 
trouble coming on you long ago — and if there is any 
other way in which I can help you " 

"Thanks," he returned, still sneering. "Your sym- 
pathy is very precious — there was a time when I would 
have given my soul for it. But that's over, and I'm 
here to talk business. You say you saw my trouble 
coming on — did it ever occur to you that you were the 
cause of it?" 

Justine glanced at him with frank contempt "No 
— for I was not," she repUed. 

"That's an easy way out of it But you took every- 
thing from me — first my hope of marrying you; then 
my chance of a big success in my career; and I was 
desperate — weak, if you like — and tried to deaden my 
feelings in order to keep up my pluck." 

Justine rose to her feet with a movement of im- 
patience. "Every word you say proves how unfit you 
are to assume any responsibility — to do anything but 
try to recover your health. If I can help you to that, 
I am still willing to do so." 

Wyant rose also, moving a step nearer. "Well, get 
me that place, then — I'll see to the rest: I'll keep 
straight" 

"No — it's impossible." 

"You won't?" 

"I can't," she repeated firmly. 
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) put me off with that answer?" 
; — ^if there's no other help you'll 



"And you expect t 

She hesitated. "Ye 
accept" 

He laughed again — his feeble stieering laugh was 
disgusting. "Oh, I don't say that. I'd like to earn my 
living honestly — funny preference — ^but if you cut me 
off from that, I suppose it's only fair to let you make 
up for it. My wife and child have got to live." 

"You choose a strange way of helping them; but I 
will do what I can if you will go for awhile to some in- 
stitution " 

He broke in furiously. "Institution be damned! 
You can't shuffle me out of the way like that. I'm all 
right — good food is what I need. You think I've got 
morphia in me— why, ifs hunger!" 

Justine heard him with a renewal of pity. " Oh, 
I'm sorry for you — very sorry! Why do you try to 
deceive me?" 

"Why do you deceive tne? You know what I want 
and you know you've got to let me have it If you 
won't give me a line to one of your friends at Saint 
Christopher's you'll have to give me another cheque — 
that's the size of it." 

As they faced each other in silence Justine's pity 
gave way to a sudden hatred for the poor creature who 
stood shivering and sneering before her. 

"You choose the wrong tone — and I think our talk 
has lasted long enough," she said, stretching her hand 
to the bell. 

Wyant did not tnove. "Don't ring — unless you want 
me to write to your husband," he rejoined. 

sick feeling of helplessness overcame her; but she 
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turned on him firmly. "I pardoned you once for tha 
threat!" 

"Yes — and you sent me some money the next day.' 

"I was mistaken enough to think •that, in your dis 
tress, you had not realised what you wrote. But i 
you're a systematic blackmailer " 

"Gently — gently. Bad names don't frighten me— 
it's hunger and debt I'm afraid of" 

Justine felt a last tremor of compassion. He wa 
abominable — but he was pitiable too. 

"I will really help you — I will see your wife and di 
what I can — but I can give you no money to-day." 

"Why not?" 

"Because I have none. I am not as rich as yoi 
think." 

He smiled incredulously. "Give me a line to Mr 
Langhope, then." 

"No." 

He sat down once more, leaning back with a weal 
assumption of ease. "Perhaps Mr. Amherst will thinl 
differently." 

She whitened, but said steadily: "Mr. Amherst h 
away." 

"Very well — I can write." 

For the last five minutes Justine had foreseen thu 
threat, and had tried to force her mind to face dis- 
passionately the chances it involved. After all, why 
not let him write to Amherst? The very vileness of 
the deed must rouse an indignation which would be 
all in her favour, would inevitably dispose her husband 
to readier sympathy with the motive of her act, as 
contrasted with the base insinuations of her slanderer. 
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It seemed impossible that Amherst should condemn 
her when his condemnation involved the fulfilling of 
Wyant's calculations: a reaction of scorn would throw 
him into unhesitating championship of her conduct All 
this was so clear that, had she been advising anyone 
else, her confidence in the course to be taken might 
have strengthened the feeblest will; but with the question 
lying between herself and Amherst — with the vision of 
those soiled hands literally laid on the spotless fabric of 
her happiness, judgment wavered, foresight was obscured 
— she felt tremulously unable to face the steps between 
exposure and vindication. Her final conclusion was that 
she must, at any rate, gain time: buy off Wyant till she 
had been able to tell her story in her own way, and at 
her own hour, and then defy him when he returned to 
the assault The idea that whatever concession she 
made would be only provisional, helped to excuse the 
weakness of making it, and enabled her at last, without 
too painful a sense of falling below her own standards, 
to reply in a low voice: "If you'll go now, I will send 
you something next week." 

But Wyant did not respond as readily as she had 
expected. He merely asked, without altering his in- 
solently easy attitude: "How much? Unless it's a good 
deal, I prefer the letter." 

Oh, why could she not cry out "Leave the house 
at once — your vulgar threats are nothing to me" — Why 
could she not even say in her own heart: I will tell my 
husband to-night? 

"You're afraid," said Wyant, as if answering her 
thought "What's the use of being afraid when you 
can make yourself comfortable so easily? You called 
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me a systematic blackmailer — well, Pm not that yet 
Give me a thousand and you'll see the last of me — on 
what used to be my honour." 

Justine's heart sank. She had reached the point of 
being ready to appeal again to Amherst — but on what 
pretext could she ask for such a sum? 

In a lifeless voice she said: "I could not possibly 
get more than one or two hundred." 

Wyant scrutinised her a moment: her despair must 
have rung true to him. "Well, you must have some 
thing of your own — I saw your jewelry last night at the 
theatre," he said. 

So it had been he — and he had sat there appraising 
her value like a murderer! 

"Jewelry — ?" she faltered. 

"You had a thumping big sapphire — wasn't it?— • 
with diamonds round it." 

It was her only jewel — Amherst's marriage gift She 
would have preferred a less valuable present, but his 
mother had persuaded her to accept it, saying that it 
was the bride's duty to adorn herself for the bride- 
groom. 

"I will give you nothing — " she was about to ex- 
claim; when suddenly her eyes fell on the clock. If 
Amherst had caught the two o'clock express he would 
be at the house within the hour; and the only thing 
that seemed of consequence now, was that he should 
not meet Wyant. Supposing she still found courage 
to refuse — there was no knowing how long the humiliat- 
ing scene might be prolonged: and she must be rid of 
the creature at any cost. After all, she seldom wore the 
papphire — months might pass without its absence being 
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noted by Amherst's careless eye; and if Wyant should 
pawn it, she might somehow save money to buy it back 
before it was missed. She went through these calcula- 
tions with feverish rapidity; then she turned again to 
Wyant 

"You won't come back— ever?" 

"I swear I won't," he said. 

He moved away toward the window, as if to spare 
her; and she turned and slowly left the room. 

She never forgot the moments that followed. Once 
outside the door she was in such haste that she 
stumbled on the stairs, and had to pause on the landing 
to regain her breath. In her room she found one of the 
housemaids busy, and at first could think of no pretext 
for dismissing her. Then she bade the woman go 
down and send the brougham away, telling the coach- 
man to call for Miss Cicely at six. 

I^ft alone, she bolted the door, and as if with a 
thiefs hand, opened her wardrobe, unlocked her jewel- 
box, and drew out the sapphire in its flat morocco case. 
She restored the box to its place, the key to its ring — 
then she opened the case and looked at the sapphire. 
As she did so, a little tremor ran over her neck and 
throat, and closing her eyes she felt her husband's kiss, 
and the touch of his hands as he fastened on the jewel. 

She unbolted the door, listened intently on the land- 
ing, and then went slowly down the stairs. None of 
the servants were in sight, yet as she reached the lower 
hall she was conscious that the air had grown suddenly 
colder, as though the outer door had just been opened. 
She paused, and listened again. There was a sound 
t talking in the drawing-room. Could it be that in. 
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her absence a visitor had beea admitted? The pos- 
sibility frightened her at first — then she welcomed it as 
an unexpected means of ridding herself of her tor- 
mentor. 

She opened the drawing-room door, and saw her 
husband talking with Wyant. 
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XXXV. 

Amherst, his back to the threshold, sat at a table 
'riting: Wyant stood a few feet away, staring down at 
le fire. 

Neither had heard the door open; and before they 
^ere aware of her entrance Justine had calculated that 
lie must have been away for at least five minutes, and 
hat in that space of time almost anything might have 
lassed between them. 

For a moment the power of connected thought left 
er; then her heart gave a bound of relief She said to 
erself that Wyant had doubtless made some allusion 
) his situation, and that her husband, conscious only 
f a great debt of gratitude, had at once sat down to 
raw a cheque for him. The idea was so reassuring 
lat it restored all her clearness of thought 

Wyant was the first to see her. He made an abrupt 
lovement, and Amherst, rising, turned and put an 
nvelope in his hand. 

"There, my dear fellow " 

As he turned he caught sight of his wife. 

"I caught the twelve o'clock train after all — you got 
oy second wire?" he asked. 

"No," she faltered, pressing her left hand, with the 
ittle case in it, close to the folds of her dress. 

The Fruit of the Tree. 11. 12 
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"I was afraid not There was a bad storm at Hana- 
ford, and they said there might be a delay." 

At the same moment she found Wyant advancing 
with extended hand, and understood that he had con- 
cealed the fact of having already seen her. She ac- 
cepted the cue, and shook his hand, murmuring: "How 
do you do?" 

Amherst looked at her, perhaps struck by her 
manner. 

"You have not seen Dr. Wyant since Lynbrook?" 

"No," she answered, thankful to have this pretext 
for her emotion. 

"I have been telling him that he should not have 
left us so long without news — especially as he has been 
ill, and things have gone rather badly with him. But I 
hope we can help now. He has heard that Saint 
Christopher's is looking for a house-physician for the 
paying patients' wing, and as Mr. Langhope is away I 
have given him a line to Mrs. Ansell." 

"Extremely kind of you," Wyant murmured, passing 
his hand over his forehead. 

Justine stood silent. She wondered that her hus- 
band had not noticed that tremulous degraded hand. 
But he was always so blind to externals — and he had no 
medical experience to sharpen his perceptions. 

Suddenly she felt impelled to speak "I am sorry 
Dr. Wyant has been — unfortunate. Of course you will 
want to do everything to help him; but would it not be 
better to wait till Mr. Langhope comes back?" 

"Wyant thinks the delay might make him lose the 
place. It seems the board meets to-morrow. And Mrs. 
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Ansell really knows much more about it Isn't she the 
secretary of the ladies' committee?" 

"I'm not sure — I believe so. But surely Mr. Lang- 
hope should be consulted." 

She felt Wyant's face change: his eyes settled on 
her in a threatening stare. 

Amherst looked at her also, and there was surprise 
in his glance. "I think I can answer for my father- 
in-law. He feels as strongly as I do how much we all 
owe to Dr. Wyant." 

He seldom spoke of Mr. Langhope as his father-in- 
law, and the chance designation seemed to mark a 
closer tie between them, to exclude Justine from what 
was after all a family affair. For a moment she felt 
tempted to accept the suggestion, and let the responsi- 
bility fall where it would. But it would fall on Amherst 
— and that was intolerable. 

"I think you ought to wait," she insisted. 

An embarrassed silence settled on the three. 

Wyant broke it by advancing toward Amherst. "I 
shall never forget your kindness," he said; "and 1 hope 
to prove to Mrs. Amherst that it's not misplaced." 

The words were well chosen, and well spoken; Jus- 
tine saw that they produced a good effecl, Amherst 
grasped the physician's hand with a smile. "My dear 
fellow, I wish I could do more. Be sure to call on me 

1 if you want help." 

"Oh, you've put me on my feet," said Wyant grate- 
He bowed slightly to Justine and turned to go; but 
I he reached the threshold she moved after him. 

"Dr. Wyant — you must give back that letter." 



l8o THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 

He Stopped short with a whitening face. 

She felt Amherst's eyes on her again; and she said 
desperately, addressing him: "Dr. Wyant understands 
my reasons." 

Her husband's glance turned abruptly to Wyant 
"Do you?" he asked after a pause. 

Wyant looked from one to the other. The moisture 
came out on his forehead, and he passed his hand over 
it again. "Yes," he said in a dry voice. "Mrs. Am- 
herst wants me farther off — out of New York." 

"Out of New York? What do you mean?" 

Justine interposed hastily, before the answer could 
come. "It is because Dr. Wyant is not in condition— 
for such a place — ^just at present." 

"But he assures me he is quite well." 

There was another silence; and again Wyant broke 
in, this time with a slight laugh. "I can explain what 
Mrs. Amherst means; she intends to accuse me of the 
morphine habit. And I can explain her reason for 
doing so — she wants me out of the way." 

Amherst turned on the speaker; and, as she had 
foreseen, his look was terrible. "You haven't explained 
that yet," he said. 

"Well — I can." Wyant waited another moment "I 
know too much about her," he declared. 

There was a low exclamation from Justine, and 
Amherst strode toward Wyant "You infernal black- 
guard!" he cried. 

"Oh, gently " Wyant muttered, flinching back 

from his outstretched arm. 

"My wife's wish is sufficient Give me back that | 
letter.*' j 
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Wyant straightened himself. "No, by God, I won't!" 
he retorted furiously. "I didn't ask you for it tiil you 
offered to help me; but I won't let it be taken back 
without a word, like a thief that you'd caught with your 
umbrella. If your wife won't explain I will. She's afraid 
I'll talk about what happened at Lynbrook." 

Amherst's arm fell to his side. "At Lynbrook?" 

Behind him there was a sound of inarticulate appeal 
— but he took no notice. 

"Yes. It's she who used morphia — but not on her- 
self. She gives it to other people. She gave an over- 
dose to Mrs. Amherst" 

Amherst looked at him confusedly. "An overdose? " 

"Yes — purposely, I mean. And I came into the 
room at the wrong time. I can prove that Mrs. Am- 
herst died of morphia-poisoning." 

"John!" Justine gasped out, pressing between them. 

Amherst gently put aside the hand with which she 
had caught his arm. "Wait a moment: this can't rest 
here. You can't want it to," he said to her in an 
undertone. 

"Why do you care ... for what he says . . . when 
I don't?" she breathed back with trembling lips. 

"You can see I am not wanted here," Wyant threw 
in with a sneer. 

Amherst remained silent for a brief space; then he 
turned his eyes once more to his wife. 

Justine lifted her face: it looked small and spent, 
Hke an extinguished taper. 

"Ifs true," she said. 

"True?" 

"I did give ... an overdose . . . intentionally, when 
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I knew there was no hope, and when the surgeons said 
she might go on suffering. She was very strong . . . 
and I couldn't bear it . . . you couldn't have borne 
it " 

There was another silence; then she went on in a 
stronger voice, looking straight at her husband: "And 
now will you send this man away?" 

Amherst glanced at Wyant without moving. "Go," 
he said curtly. 

Wyant, instead, moved a step nearer. "Just a 
minute, please. It's only fair to hear my side. Your 
wife says there was no hope; yet the day before she . . . 
gave the dose. Dr. Garford told her in my presence that 
Mrs. Amherst might live." 

Again Amherst's eyes addressed themselves slowly 
to Justine; and she forced her lips to articulate an 
answer. 

"Dr. Garford said . . . one could never tell ... but 
I know he didn't believe in the chance of recovery . . . 
no one did." 

"Dr. Garford is dead," said Wyant grimly. 

Amherst strode up to him again. "You scoundrel 
— leave the house!" he commanded. 

But still Wyant sneeringly stood his ground. "Not 
till I've finished. I can't afford to let myself be kicked 
out like a dog because I happen to be in the way. 
Every doctor knows that in cases of spinal lesion re- 
covery is becoming more and more frequent — if the 
patient survives the third week there's every reason to 
hope. Those are the facts as they would appear to any 
surgeon. If they're not true, why is Mrs. Amherst afraid 
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of having them staled? Why has slie been paying me 
for nearly a year to keep them quiet?" 

"Oh " Justine moaned. 

"1 never thought of talking till luck went against me. 
Then I asked her for help — and reminded her of 
certain things. After that she kept me supplied pretty 
regularly." He thrust his shaking hand into an inner 
pocket "Here are her envelopes , . . Quebec . . . 
Montreal . . , Saranac ... I know just where you went 
on your honeymoon. She had to write often, because 
the sums were small. Why did she do it, if she wasn't 
afraid? And why did she go upstairs just now to fetch 
me something? If you don't believe me, ask her what 
she's got in her hand." 

Amherst did not heed this injunction. He stood 
motionless, gripping the back of a chair, as if his next 
gesture might be to lift and hurl it at the speaker. 

"Ask her — — " Wyant repeated. 

Amherst turned his head slowly, and his dull gaze 
rested on his wife. His face looked years older — lips 
and eyes moved as heavily as an old man's. 

As he looked at her, Justine came forward without 
speaking, and laid the litde morocco case in his hand. 
He held it there a moment, as if hardly understanding 
her action — then he tossed it on the table at his elbow, 
and walked up to WyanL 

"You hound," he said — "now go!" 
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When Wyant had left the room, and the house- 
door had closed on him, Amherst spoke to his 
wife. 

"Come upstairs," he said. 

Justine followed him, scarcely conscious where she 
went, but moving already with a lighter tread. Part 
of her weight of misery had been lifted with Wyant's 
going. She had suffered less from the fear of what her 
husband might think than from the shame of making 
her avowal in her defamer's presence. And her faith 
in Amherst's comprehension had begun to revive. He 
had dismissed Wyant with scorn and horror — did not 
that show that he was on her side ahready? And 
how many more arguments she had at her call! Her 
brain hummed with them as she followed him up the 
stairs. 

In her bedroom he closed the door and stood mo- 
tionless, the same heavy half-paralysed look on his face. 
It frightened her and she went up to him. 

"John!" she said timidly. 

He put his hand to his head. "Wait a moment " 

he returned; and she waited, her heart slowly sinking 
again. 

The moment over, he seemed to recover his power 
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He crossed the room and threw himself 
into the armchair near the hearth. 

"Now tell me everything." 

He sat thrown back, his eyes fixed on the fire, and 
the vertical lines between his brows forming a deep scar 
in his white face. 

Justine moved nearer, and touched his arm be- 
seechingly. "Woo't yon look at me?" 

He turned his head slowly, as if with an effort, and 
his eyes rested reluctantly on hers. 

"Oh, not like that!" she exclaimed. 

He seemed to make a stronger effort at self-control. 
"Please don't heed me — but say what there is to say," 
he said in a level voice, his gaze on the fire. 

She stood before him, her arms hanging down, her 
clasped fingers twisting restlessly. 

"I don't know that there is much to say— beyond 
what I've lold you." 

There was a slight sound in Amherst's throat, like 
the ghost of a derisive laugh. After another interval he 
said: "I wish to hear exactly what happened." 

She seated herself on the edge of a chair near by, 
bending forward, with hands interlocked and arms ex- 
tended on her knees — every line reaching out to him, 
as though her whole slight body were an arrow winged 
with pleadings. It was a relief to speak at last, even 
face to face with the stony image that sat in her hus- 
band's place; and she told her story, detail by detail, 
omitting nothing, exaggerating nothing, speaking slowly, 
clearly, with precision, aware that the bare facts were her 
strongest argument. 

.Amherst, as he listened, shifted his position once. 
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raising his hand so that it screened his face; and in that 
attitude he remained when she had ended. 

As she waited for* him to speak, Justine realised 
that her heart had been alive with tremulous hopes. All 
through her narrative she had counted on a murmur of 
perception, an exclamation of pity: she had felt sure of 
melting the stony image. But Amherst said no word. 

At length he spoke, still without turning his head. 
"You have not told me why you kept this from me." 

A sob formed in her throat, and she had to wait to 
steady her voice. 

"No — that was my wrong — my weakness. When I 
did it I never thought of being afraid to tell you — I had 
talked it over with you in my own mind ... so olEten . . . 
before. . . ." 

"Well?" 

"Then — when you came back it was harder . . . 
though I was still sure you would approve me." 

"Why harder?" 

"Because at first — at Lynbrook — I could not tell it 
all over, in detail, as I have now ... it was beyond 
human power . . . and without doing so, I couldn't 
make it all clear to you . . . and so should only have 
added to your pain. If you had been there you would 
have done as I did ... I felt sure of that from the first 
But coming afterward, you couldn't judge ... no one 
who was not there could judge . . . and I wanted to 
spare you. . . ." 

"And afterward?" 

She had shrunk in advance from this question, and 
she could not answer it at once. To gain time she 
echoed it "AfterwaTd?" 
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"Did it never occur to you, when we met later — 
when you first went to Mr. Langhope ?" 

"To tell you then? No — because by that time I had 
come to see that I could never be quite sure of making 
you understand. No one who was not there at the time 
could know what it was to see her suffer." 

"You thought it all over, then — decided definitely 
against telling me?" 

"I did not have to think long. I felt I had done 
right — I still feel so — and I was sure you would feel so, 
if you were in the same circumstances." 

There was another pause. Then Amherst said: "And 
last September — at Hanaford?" 

It was the word for which she had waited — the word 
of her inmost fears. She felt the blood mount to her 
face. 

"Did you see no difference — no special reason for 
telling me then?" 

"Yes " she faltered. 

"Yet you said nothing." 

"No." 

Silence again. Her eyes strayed to the clock, and 
some dim association of ideas told her that Cicely would 
soon be coming in. 

"Why did you say nothing?" 

He lowered his hand and turned toward her as he 
spoke; and she looked up and faced him. 

"Because I regarded the question as settled. I had 
decided it in my own mind months before, and had 
never regretted my decision. I should have thought it 
morbid . . . unnatural ... to go over the vqVvcAfc ^xiJcJ^esrX. 
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again ... to let it affect a situation that had come about 
... so much later ... so unexpectedly." 

"Did you never feel that, later, if I came to know— 
if others came to know — it might be difficult ?" 

"No; for I didn't care for the others — and I believed 
that, whatever your own feelings were, you would know 
I had done what I thought right." 

She spoke the words proudly, strongly, and for the 
first time the hard lines of his face relaxed, and a slight 
tremor crossed it. 

"If you believed this, why have you been letting that 
cur blackmail you?" 

"Because when he began I saw for the first time 
that what I had done might be turned against me by— 
by those who disliked our marriage. And I was afraid 
for my happiness. That was my weakness ... it is what 
I am suffering for now." 

"Suffering!** he echoed ironically, as though she had 
presumed to apply to herself a word of which he had 
the grim monopoly. He rose and took a few aimless 
steps; then he halted before her. 

"That day — last month — when you asked me for 
money . . . was it . . . ?" 

"Yes " she said, her head sinking. 

He laughed. "You couldn't tell me — but you could 
use my money to bribe that fellow to conspire with 
you!" 

"I had none of my own." 

"No — nor I either! You used her money. — God!" 
he groaned, turning away with clenched hands. 

Justine had risen also, and she stood motionless, 
her hands clasped against her breast, in the drawn 
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shrinking attitude of a fugitive overtaken by a blinding 
storm. He moved back to her with an appealing 
gesture. 

"And you didn't see — it didn't occur to you — that 
your doing ... as you did . . . was an obstacle — an 
insurmountable obstacle — to our ever . . . ?" 

She cut him short with an indignant cry. "No! 
No! for it was not. How could it have anything to do 
with what . . . came after . . . with you or me? I did 
it only for Bessy — it concerned only Bessy!" 

"Ah, don't name her!" broke from him harshly, and 
she drew back, cut to the heart. 

There was another pause, during which he seemed 
to fall into a kind of dazed irresolution, his head on his 
breast, as though unconscious of her presence. Then 
he roused himself and went to the door. 

As he passed her she sprang after him. "John — 
John! Is that all you have to say?" 

"What more is there?" 

"What more? Everything! — What right have you to 
turn from me as if I were a murderess? I did nothing 
but what your own reason, your own arguments, have 
justified a hundred times! I made a mistake in not 
telling you at once — but a mistake is not a crime. It 
can't be your real feeling that turns you from me — it 
must be the dread of what other people would think! 
But when have you cared for what other people thought? 
When have your own actions been governed by it?" 

He moved another step without speaking, and she 
caught him by the arm. "No! you sha'n't go — not like 
that!— Wait!" 

She turned and crossed the room. On the lower 
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shelf of the little table by her bed a few books were 
ranged: she stooped and drew one hurriedly forth, open- 
ing it at the fly-leaf as she went back to Amherst 

"There — read that The book was at Lynbrook— 
in your room — and I came across it by chance the very 
day. ..." 

It was the little volume of Bacon which she was 
thrusting at him. He took it with a bewildered look, 
as if scarcely following what she said. 

"Read it — -read it!" she commanded; and me- 
chanically he read out the words he had written. 

** La vraie morale se moque de la morale. . , . We 
perish because we follow other men's examples, . . . 
Socrates called the opinions of the many Lamioe, — Good 
God ! " he exclaimed, flinging the book from him with a 
gesture of abhorrence. 

Justine watched him with panting lips, her knees 
trembling under her. "But you wrote it — you wrote it! 
I thought you meant it!" she cried, as the book spun 
across a table and dropped to the floor. 

He looked at her coldly, almost apprehensively, as 
if she had grown suddenly dangerous and remote; then 
he turned and walked out of the room. 



The striking of the clock roused her. She rose to 
her feet, rang the bell, and told the maid, through the 
door, that she had a headache, and was unable to see 
Miss Cicely. Then she turned back into the room, and 
darkness closed on her. She was not the kind to take 
grief passively — it drove her in anguished pacings up 
and down the floor. She walked and walked til! her 
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legs flagged under her; then she dropped stupidly into 
the chair where Amherst had sat . . . 

All her world had crumbled about her. It was as if 
some law of mental gravity had been mysteriously sus- 
pended, and every firmly-anchored conviction, every 
accepted process of reasoning, spun disconnectedly 
through space. Amherst had not understood her — 
worse still, he had judged her as the world might judge 
her! The core of her misery was there. With terrible 
clearness she saw the suspicion that had crossed his 
mind — the suspicion that she had kept silence in the 
beginning because she loved him, and feared to lose 
him if she spoke. 

And what if it were true? What if her unconscious 
guilt went back even farther than his thought dared to 
track it? She could not now recall a time when she 
had not loved him. Every chance meeting with him, 
from their first brief talk at Hanaford, stood out em- 
bossed and glowing against the blur of lesser memories. 
Was it possible that she had loved him during Bessy's 
life — that she had even, sub-consciously, blindly, been 
urged by her feeling for him to perform the act? 

But she shook herself free from this morbid horror 
— the rebound of health was always prompt in her, and 
her mind instinctively rejected every form of moral 
poison. No! Her motive had been normal, sane and 
justifiable — completely justifiable. Her fault lay in 
having dared to rise above conventional restrictions, 
her mistake in believing that her husband could rise 
with her. These reflections steadied her but they did 
not bring much comfort For her whole life was 
centred in Amherst, and she saw that he would never 
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be able to free himself from the traditional view of her 
act. In looking back, and correcting her survey of his 
character in the revealing light of the last hours, she 
perceived that, like many men of emancipated thought, 
he had remained subject to the old conventions of feel- 
ing. And he had probably never given much thought 
to women till he met her — had always been content to 
deal with them in the accepted currency of sentiment 
After all, it was the currency they liked best, and for 
which they offered their prettiest wares! 

But what of the intellectual accord between himself 
and her? She had not been deceived in that! He 
and she had really been wedded in mind as wdl as in 
heart. But until now there had not arisen in their 
lives one of those searching questions which call into 
play emotions rooted far below reason and judgment, in 
the dark primal depths of inherited feeling. It is easy 
to judge impersonal problems intellectually, turning 
on them the full light of acquired knowledge; but too 
often one must still grope one's way through the per- 
sonal difficulty by the dim taper carried in long-dead 
hands. . . . 

But was there then no hope of Ufting one's in- 
dividual life to a clearer height of conduct? Must one 
be content to think for the race, and to feel only — feel 
blindly and incoherently — for one's self? And was it 
not from such natures as Amherst's — natures in which 
independence of judgment was blent with strong human 
sympathy — that the liberating impulse should come? 

Her mind grew weary of revolving in this vain circle 
of questions. The fact was that, in their particular 
case, Amherst had not risen above prejudice and emo- 
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don; thaty though her act was one to which his intel- 
lectual sanction was given, he had turned from her with 
instinctive repugnance, had dishonoured her by the most 
wounding suspicions. The tie between them was forever 
stained and debased. 

Justine's long hospital-discipline made it impossible 
for her to lose consciousness of the lapse of time, or to 
let her misery thicken into mental stupor. She could 
not help thinking and moving; and she presently lifted 
herself to her feet, turned on the light, and began to 
prepare for dinner. It would be terrible to face her 
husband across Mr. Langhope's pretty dinner-table, 
and aflerward in the charming drawing-room, with its 
delicate old ornaments and intimate luxurious furniture; 
but she could not continue to sit motionless in the 
dark: it was her innermost instinct to pick herself up 
and go on. 

While she dressed she listened anxiously for Am- 
herst's step in the next room; but there was no sound, 
and when she dragged herself downstairs the drawing- 
room was empty, and the parlour-maid, after a decent 
delay, came to ask if dinner should be postponed. 

She said no, murmuring some vague pretext for her 
husband's absence, and sitting alone through the suc- 
cession of courses^ which composed the brief but care- 
fully-studied menu. When this ordeal was over she 
returned to the drawing-room and took up a book. 
It chanced to be a new volume on labour problems, 
which Amherst must have brought back with him from 
Westmore; and it carried her thoughts instantly to the 
mills. Would this disaster poison their work there as 
well as their personal relation? Would he think of her 

The Fruit of the Tree. II, 1 3 
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as carrying contamination even into the task their love 
had illumined? 

The hours went on without his returning, and at 
length it occurred to her that he might have taken the 
night train to Hanaford. Her heart contracted at the 
thought: she remembered — though every nerve shrank 
from the analogy — his sudden flight at another crisis 
in his life, and she felt obscurely that if he escaped 
from her now she would never recover her hold on him. 
But could he be so cruel — could he wish anycme to 
suffer as she was suffering? 

At ten o'clock she could endure the drawing-room 
no longer, and went up to her room again. She un- 
dressed slowly, trying to prolong the process as much as 
possible, to put off the period of silence and inaction 
which would close in on her when she lay down on her 
bed. But at length the dreaded moment came — there 
was nothing more between her and the night. She crept 
into bed and put out the light; but as she slipped be- 
tween the cold sheets a trembling seized her, and after 
a moment she drew on her dressing-gown again and 
groped her way to the lounge by the fire. 

She pushed the lounge closer to the hearth and lay 
down, still shivering, though she had drawn the quilted 
coverlet up to her chin. She lay there a long time, 
with closed eyes, in a mental darkness torn by sudden 
flashes of memory. In one of these flashes a phrase of 
Amherst's stood out — a word spoken at Westmore, on 
the day of the opening of the Emergency Hospital, 
about a good-looking young man who had called to see 
her. She remembered Amherst's boyish burst of jealousy, 
his sudden relief at the thought that the visitor might 



THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 1 95 

have been Wyant And no doubt it was Wyant — 
Wyant who had come to Hanaford to threaten her, and 
who, baffled by her non-arrival, or for some other un- 
explained reason, had left again without carrying out 
his purpose. 

It was dreadful to think by how slight a chance her 
first draught of happiness had escaped that drop of 
poison; yet, when she understood, her inward cry was: 
"If it had happened, my dearest need not have suf- 
fered!" . . . Already she was feeling Amherst's pain 
more than her own, understanding that it was harder to 
bear than hers because it was at war with all the re- 
flective part of his nature. 

As she lay there, her face pressed into the cushions, 
she heard a sound through the silent house — the open- 
ing and closing of the outer door. She turned cold, 
and lay listening with strained ears. . . Yes; now there 
was a step on the stairs — her husband's step! She 
heard him turn into his own room. The throbs of her 
heart almost deafened her — she only distinguished con- 
fusedly that he was moving about within, so close that 
it was as if she felt his touch. Then her door opened 
and he entered. 

He stumbled slightly in the darkness before he 
found the switch of the lamp; and as he bent over it 
she saw that his face was flushed, and that his eyes had 
an excited light which, in anyone less abstemious, might 
almost have seemed like the effect of wine. 

"Are you awake?" he asked. 

She started up against the cushions, her black hair 
streaming about her small ghostly face. 

"Yes." 

13* 
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He walked over to the lounge and dropped into the 
low chair beside it 

"Pve given that cur a lesson he won't forget," he 
exclaimed, breathing hard, the redness deepening in his 
face. 

She turned on him in joy and trembling. "John! 
— Oh, John! You didn't follow him? Oh, what hap- 
pened? What have you done?" 

"No. I didn't follow him. But there are some 
things that even the powers above can't stand. And so 
they managed to let me run across him — by the merest 
accident — and I gave him something to remember." 

He spoke in a strong clear voice that had a bright- 
ness like the brightness in his eyes. She felt its heat 
in her veins — the primitive woman in her glowed at 
contact with the primitive man. But reflection chilled 
her the next moment 

"But why — why? Oh, how could you? Where did 
it happen — oh, not in the street?" 

As she questioned him, there rose before her the 
terrified vision of a crowd gathering — the police, news- 
papers, a hideous publicity. He must have been mad 
to do it — and yet he must have done it because he 
loved her! 

"No — no. Don't be afraid. The powers looked 
after that too. There was no one about — and I don't 
think he'll talk much about it" 

She trembled, fearing yet adoring him. Nothing 
could have been more unlike the Amherst she fancied 
she knew than this act of irrational anger which had 
magically lifted the darkness from his spirit; yet, ma^- 
cally also, it gave him back to her, made them one flesh 
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once more. And suddenly the pressure of opposed 
emotions became too strong, and she burst into tears. 

She wept painfully, violently, with the resistance of 
strong natures unused to emotional expression; till at 
length, through the tumult of her tears, she felt her 
husband's reassuring touch. 

"Justine," he said, speaking once more in his na- 
tural voice. 

She raised her face from her hands, and they looked 
at each other. 

"Justine — this afternoon — I said things I didn't 
mean to say." 

Her lips parted, but her throat was still full of sobs, 
and she could only look at him while the tears ran down. 

"I believe I understand now," he continued, in the 
same quiet tone. 

Her hand shrank from his clasp, and she began to 
tremble again. "Oh, if you only believe ... if you're 
not sure . . . don't pretend to be!" 

He sat down beside her and drew her into his arms. 
"I am sure," he whispered, holding her close, and press- 
ing his lips against her face and hair. 

"Oh, my husband — my husband! You've come 
back to me?" 

He answered her with more kisses, murmuring 
through them: "Poor child — poor child — poor Justine 
. . ." while he held her fast 

With her face against him she yielded to the childish 
luxury of murmuring out unjustified fears.. "I was afraid 
you had gone back to Hanaford " 

"To-night? To Hanaford?" 

"To tell your mother." 
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She felt a contraction of the arm embracing her, as 
though a throb of pain had stiffened it. 

"I shall never tell anyone," he said abruptly; but 
as he felt in her a responsive shrinking he gathered her 
close again, whispering through the hair that fell about 
her cheek: "Don't talk, dear ... let us never talk of it 
again. . . ." And in the clasp of his arms her terror 
and anguish subsided, giving way, not to the deep peace 
of tranquillised thought, but to a confused well-being 
that lulled all thought to sleep. 
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But thought could never be long silent between 
them; and Justine's triumph lasted but a day. 

With its end she saw what it liad been made of: the 
ascendency of youth and sex over his subjugated judg- 
ment Her first impulse was to try and maintaiQ it — 
why not use the protective arts with which love inspired 
her? She who lived so keenly in the brain could live 
as intensely in her feelings; her quick imagination 
tutored her looks and words, taught her the spells to 
weave about shorn giants. And for a few days she and 
Amherst lost themselves in this self-evoked cloud of 
passion, both clinging fast to the visible, the palpable 
in their relation, as if conscious already that its finer 
essence had fled. 

Amherst made no allusion to what had passed, asked 
for no details, offered no reassurances — behaved as if 
the whole episode had been effaced from his mind. 
And from Wyant there came no sound: he seemed to 
have disappeared from life as he had from their talk. 

Toward the end of the week Amherst announced 
that he must return to Hanaford; and Justine at once 
declared her intention of going with him. 

He seemed surprised, disconcerted almost; and for 
the first time the shadow of what had happened fell 
visibly between them. 
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"But ought you to leave Cicely before Mr. Langhope 
comes back?" he suggested. 

"He will be here in two days." 

"But he will expect to find you." 

"It is almost the first of April. We are to have 
Cicely with us for the summer. There is no reason why 
I should not go back to my work at Westmore." 

There was in fact no reason that he could produce; 
and the next day they returned to Hanaford together. 

With her perceptions strung to the last pitch of sen- 
sitiveness, she felt a change in Amherst as soon as they 
re-entered Bessy's house. He was still scrupulously 
considerate, almost too scrupulously tender; but with 
a tinge of lassitude, like a man who tries to keep up 
under the stupefying approach of illness. And she be- 
gan to hate the power by which she held him. It was 
not thus they had once walked together, free in mind 
though so linked in habit and feeling; when their love 
was not a deadening drug but a vivifying element that 
cleared thought instead of stifling it There were mo- 
ments when she felt that open alienation would be 
easier, because it would be nearer the truth. And at 
such moments she longed to speak, to beg him to utter 
his mind, to go with her once for all into the depths of 
the subject they continued to avoid. But at the last 
her heart always failed her: she could not face the 
thought of losing him, of hearing him speak estranging 
words to her. 

They had been at Hanaford for about ten days 
when, one morning at breakfast, Amherst uttered a 
sudden exclamation over a letter he was reading. 

♦*Wli^t i§ it?" §he ^sked in a treipor, 



He had grown very pale, and was pushing the hair 
from his forehead with the gesture habitual to him in 
moments of painful indecision. 

"What is it?" Justine repeated, her fear growing. 

"Nothing— — " he began, thrusting the letter under 
the pile of envelopes by his plate; but she continued to 
look at him anxiously, till she drew his eyes to 
hers. 

"Mr. Langhope writes that they've appointed Wyant 
to Saint Christopher's," he said abruptly. 

"Oh, the letter — ^we forgot the letter!" she cried. 

"Yes — we forgot the letter." 

"But how dare he — ?" 

Amherst said nothing, but the long silence between 
them seemed ful! of ironic answers, till she brought 
out, hardly above her breath; "What shall you 
do?" 

"Write at once — tell Mr. Langhope he's not fit for 
the place," 

"Of course^—" she murmured. 

He went on tearing open his other letters, and 
glancing at their contents. She leaned back in her 
chair, her cup of coffee untasted, listening to the re- 
current crackle of torn paper as he tossed aside one 
letter after another. 

Presently he rose from his seat, and as she followed 
him from the dining-room she noticed that his break- 
fast had also remained untasted. He gathered up his 
letters and walked toward the smoking-room; and after 
a moment's hesitation she joined him. 

"John," she said from the threshold. 

He was just sealing himself at his desk, but he turned 
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to her with an obvious effort at kindness whidi made 
the set look of his face the more marked. 

She closed the door and went up to him. 

"If you write that to Mr. Langhope — Dr. Wyant 
will — will tell him," she said. 

"Yes — we must be prepared for that" 

She was silent, and Amherst flung himself down on 
the leather ottoman against the wall. She stood before 
him, clasping and unclasping her hands in speechless 
distress. 

"What would you have me do?" he asked at length, 
almost irritably. 

"I only thought ... he told me he would keep 
straight ... if he only had a chance," she faltered 
out 

Amherst lifted his head slowly, and looked at her. 
"You mean — I am to do nothing? Is that it?" 

She moved nearer to him with beseeching eyes. "I 
can't bear it ... I can't bear that others should come 
between us," she broke out passionately. 

He made no answer, but she could see a look of 
suffering cross his face, and coming still closer, she sank 
down on the ottoman, laying her hand on his. "John 
... oh, John, spare me," she whispered. 

For a moment his hand lay quiet under hers; then 
he drew it out, and enclosed her trembling fmgers. 

"Very well — I'll give him a chance — I'll do nothing," 
he said, suddenly putting his other arm about her. 

The reaction caught her by the throat, forcing out a 
dry sob or two; and as she pressed her face against him 
he raised it up and gently kissed her. 

But even as their lips met she felt that they ware 
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sealiog a treaty with dishonour. That his kiss should 
come to mean that to her! It was unbearable — worse 
than any personal pain- — the thought of dragging him 
down to falsehood through her weakness. 

She drew back and rose to her feet, putting aside 
his detaining hand. 

"No- — no! What am I saying? It can't be — you 
must tell the truth." Her voice gathered strength as 
she spoke. "Oh, forget what I said — 1 didn't mean 
it!" 

But again he seemed sunk in inaction, like a man 
over whom some baneful lethargy is stealing. 

"John — John — forgetl" she repeated urgently. 

He looked up at her. "You realise what it will 

'■Yes — I realise. . . . But it must be. . . . And it will 
make no difference between us . . . will it?" 

"No — no. Why should it?" he answered apathetic- 
ally. 

"Then write — tell Mr. Langhope not to give him the 
place. I want it over." 

He rose slowly to his feet, without looking at her 
again, and walked over to the desk. She sank down 
on the ottoman and watched him with burning eyes 
while he drew forth a sheet of note-paper and began 
to write. 

But after he had written a few words he laid down 
his pen, and swung his chair about so that He faced 
her. 

"I can't do it in this way," he exclaimed. 

"How then? What do you mean?" she said, start- 
ing up. 
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He looked at her. "Do you want the story to come 
from Wyant?" 

"Oh " She looked back at him with sudden 

insight "You mean to tell Mr. Langhope your- 
self? " 

"Yes. I mean to take the next train to town and 
tell him." 

Her trembling increased so much that she had to 
rest her hands against the edge of the ottoman to steady 
herself. "But if ... if after all . . . Wyant should not 
speak?" 

"Well — if he shouldn't? Could you bear to owe 
our safety to him?" 

"Safety!" 

"It comes to that, doesn't it, if we're afraid to 
speak?" 

She sat silent, letting the bitter truth of this sink 
into her till it poured courage into her veins. 

"Yes — it comes to that," she confessed. 

"Then you feel as I do?" 

"That you must go " 

"That this is intolerable!" 

The words struck down her last illusion, and she 
rose and went over to the writing-table. "Yes — go/' 
she said. 

He stood up also, and took both her hands, not in 
a caress, but gravely, almost severely. 

"Listen, Justine. You must understand exactly what 
this means — may mean. I am willing to go on as we 
are now ... as long as we can . . . because I love 
you . . . because I would do anything to spare you 
pain. But if I speak I must say everything — I must 
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follow this thing up to its uttermost consequences. That's 
what I want to make clear to you." 

Her heart sank with a foreboding of new peril. 
"What consequences?" 

"Can't you see for yourself — when you look about 
this house?" 

"This house ?" 

He dropped her hands and took an abrupt turn 
across the room. 

"I owe everything to her," he broke out, "all I am, 
all I have, all I have been able to give you — and I 
must go and tell her father that you. . . ." 

"Stop — stop!" she cried, lifting her hands as if to 
keep off a blow. 

"No— don't make me stop. We must face it," he 
said doggedly. 

"But this — this isn't the truth! You put it as if — 
aknost as if " 

"Yes — don't finish. — Has it occurred to you that he 
may think that?" Amherst asked with a terrible laugh. 
But at that she recovered her courage, as she always 
did when an extreme call was made on it 

"No— I don't believe it! If he does, it will be be- 
cause you think it yourself. . . ." Her voice sank, and 
she hfted her hands and pressed them to her temples. 
"And if you think it, nothing matters . . . one way or 
the other. . . ." She paused, and her voice regained its 
strength. "That is what I must face before you go: 
what you think, what you believe of me. You've never 
told me that" 

Amherst, at the challenge, remained silent, while a 
slow red crept to his cheek-bones. 
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"Haven't I told you by — by what I've done?" he 
said slowly. 

"No — what youVe done has covered up what you 
thought; and Fve helped you cover it — I'm to blame 
too! But it was not for this that we . . . that we had 
that half-year together . . . not to sink into connivance 
and evasion! I don't want another hour of sham hap- 
piness. I want the truth from you, whatever it is." 

He stood motionless, staring moodily at the floor. 
"Don't you see that's my misery — that I don't know 
myself? " 

"You don't know . . . what you think of me?" 

"Good God, Justine, why do you try to strip life 
naked? I don't know what's been going on in me these 
last weeks " 

"You must know what you think of my motive . . . 
for doing what I did." 

She saw in his face how he shrank from the least 
allusion to the act about which their torment revolved. 
But he forced himself to raise his head and look at her. 
"I have never — for one moment — questioned your 
motive — or failed to see that it was justified . . . under 
the circumstances. ..." 

"Oh, John — John!" she broke out in the wild joy 
of hearing herself absolved; but the next instant her 
subtle perceptions felt the unconscious reserve behind 
his admission. 

" Your mind justifies me — not your heart; isn't that 
your misery?" she said. 

He looked at her almost piteously, as if, in the last 
resort, it was from her that light must come to him. 
"On my soul, I don't know ... I can't tell . . . it's all 
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dark in me. I know you did what you thought best . . 4 
if I had been there, I believe I should have asked you 
to do it . . . but I wish to Gk>d " 

She interrupted him sobbingly. "Oh, I ought never 
to have let you love me! I ought to have seen that I 
was cut off from you forever. I have brought you 
wretchedness when I would have given my life for 
you! I don't deserve that you should forgive me for 
that" 

Her sudden outbreak seemed to restore his self- 
possession. He went up to her and took her hand with 
a quieting touch. 

"There is no question of forgiveness, Justine. Don't 
let us torture each other with vain repinings. Our 
business is to face the thing, and we shall be better for 
having talked it out I shall be better, for my part, 
for having told Mr. Langhope. But before I go I 
want to be sure that you understand the view he may 
take . . . and the effect it will probably have on our 
future." 

"Our future?" She started. "No, I don't under- 
stand." 

Amherst paused a moment, as if trying to choose the 
words least likely to pain her. "Mr. Langhope knows 
that my marriage was . . . unhappy; through my fault, 
he no doubt thinks. And if he chooses to infer that . . . 
that you and I may have cared for each other . . . be- 
fore . . . and that it was became there was a chance of 
recovery that you " 

«Oh " 

"We must face it," he repeated inflexibly. "And 
you must understand that, if there is the faintest hint 
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of this kind, I shall give up everything here, as soon as 
it can be settled legally — God, how Tredegar will like 
the job! — and you and I will have to go and b^in life 
over again . . . somewhere else." 

For an instant a mad hope swelled in her — the vision 
of escaping with him into new scenes, a new life, away 
from the coil of memories that bound them down as 
in a net But the reaction of reason came at once — she 
saw him cut off from his chosen work, his career de- 
stroyed, his honour clouded, above all — ah, this was 
what wrung them both! — his task undone, his people 
flung back into the depths from which he had lifted 
them. And all through her doing — all because she 
had clutched at happiness with too rash a hand! The 
thought stung her to passionate activity of mind — made 
her resolve to risk anything, dare anything, before she 
involved him further in her own ruin. She felt her 
brain clear gradually, and the thickness dissolve in her 
throat. 

"I understand," she said in a low voice, raising her 
eyes to his. 

"And you're ready to accept the consequences? 
Think again before it's too late." 

She paused. "That is what I should like . . . what 
I wanted to ask you . . . the time to think." 

She saw a slight shade cross his face, as if he had 
not expected this failure of courage in her; but he said 
quietly: "You don't want me to go to-day?" 

"Not to-day — give me one more day." 

"Very well." 

She laid a timid hand on his arm. "Please go out 
to Westmore as usual — as if nothing had happened. 
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And to-night . . . when you come back ... I shall have 
decided." 

"Very well," he repeated. 

"Youll be gone all day?" 

He glanced at his watch. "Yes — I had meant to 
be; unless " 

"No; I would rather be alone. Good-bye," she said, 
letting her hand slip softly along his coat-sleeve as he 
turned to the door. 



Tk^ Fruit of the Tree, //. 1 4 



2IO THE FRUIT OF THE TREE. 



XXXVIII. 

At half-past six that afternoon, just as Amherst, on 
his return from the mills, put the key into his door at 
Hanaford, Mrs. Ansell, in New York, was being shown 
into Mr. Langhope's library. 

As she entered, her friend rose from his chair by the 
fire, and turned on her a face so disordered by emotion 
that she stopped short with an exclamation of alarm. 

"Henry — what has happened? Why did you send 
for me?" 

"Because I couldn't go to you. I couldn't trust my- 
self in the streets — in the light of day." 

"But why? What is it?— Not Cicely ?" 

He struck both hands upward with a comprehensive 
gesture. "Cicely — everyone — the whole world!" His 
clenched fist came down on the table against which he 
was leaning. "Maria, my girl might have been saved!" 

Mrs. Ansell looked at him with growing perturba- 
tion. "Saved — Bessy's life? But how? By whom?" 

"She might have been allowed to live, I mean — to 
recover. She was killed, Maria; that woman killed 
her!" 

Mrs. Ansell, with another cry of bewilderment, let 
herself drop helplessly into the nearest chair. "In 
heaven's name, Henry — what woman?" 
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He seated himself opposite to her, clutching at his 
stick, and leaning his weight heavily on it — a white 
dishevelled old man. "I wonder why you ask — just to 
spare me?" 

Their eyes met in a piercing exchange of question 
and answer, and Mrs. Ansell tried to bring out reason- 
ably: "I ask in order to understand what you are say- 
ing." 

"Well, then, if you insist on keeping up appearances 
— my daughter-in-law killed my daughter. There you 
have it" He laughed silently, with a tear on his red- 
dened eye-lids. 

Mrs. Ansell groaned. "Henry, you are raving — I 
understand less and less." 

"I don't see how I can speak more plainly. She 
told me so herself, in this room, not an hour ago." 

"She told you? Who told you?" 

"John Amherst's wife. Told me she'd killed my 
child. It's as easy as breathing — if you know how to 
use a morphia-needle." 

Light seemed at last to break on his hearer. "Oh, 
my poor Henry — you mean — she gave too much? There 
was some dreadful accident?" 

"There was no accident She killed my child — 
killed her deliberately. Don't look at me as if I were 
a madman. She sat in that chair you're in when she 
told me." 

"Justine? Has she been here to-day?" Mrs. Ansell 
paused in a painful effort to readjust her thoughts. 
"But why did she tell you?" 

"That's simple enough. To prevent Wyant's doing 

14* 
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"Oh " broke from his hearer, in a long sigh of 

fear and intelligence. Mr. Langhope looked at her with 
a smile of miserable exultation. 

"You knew — you suspected all along? — But now 
you must speak out!" he exclaimed with a sudden note 
of command. 

She sat motionless, as if trying to collect hersel£ 
"I know nothing — I only meant — why was this never 
known before?" 

He was upon her at once. "You think — because 
they understood each other? And now there's been 
a break between them? He wanted too big a share of 
the spoils? Oh, it's all so abysmally vile!" 

He covered his face with a shaking hand, and Mrs. 
Ansell remained silent, plunged in a speechless misery 
of conjecture. At length she regained some measure of 
her habitual composure, and leaning forward, with her 
eyes on his face, said in a quiet tone: "If I am to help 
you, you must try to tell me just what has happened." 

He made an impatient gesture. "Haven't I told 
you? She found that her accomplice meant to speak, 
and rushed to town to forestall him." 

Mrs. Ansell reflected. "But why — ^with his place 
at Saint Christopher's secured — did Dr. Wyant choose 
this time to threaten her — if, as you imagine^ he's an 
accomplice? " 

"Because he's a drug-taker, and she didn't wish 
him to have the place." 

"She didn't wish it? But that does not look as if 
she were afraid. She had only to hold her tongue!" 

Mr. Langhope laughed sardonically. "It's not quite 
so simple. Amherst was coming to town to tell me," 
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"Ah^ — he knows?" 

"Yes — and she preferred that I should have her 
version first." 

"And what is her version?" 

The furrows of misery deepened in Mr, Langhope's 
face. "Maria — don't ask too much of me! I can't go 
over it again. She says she wanted to spare my child 
—she says the doctors were keeping her alive, tortur- 
ing her uselessly, as a ... a sort of scientific experi- 
ment. . . She forced on me the hideous details. . ." 

Mrs. Ansell waited a moment. 

"Well! May it not be true?" 

"Wyant's version is different He says Bessy would 
have recovered — he says Garford thought so too." 

"And what does she answer? She denies it?" 

"No. She admits that Garford was in doubt. But 
she says the chance was too remote — the pain too bad 
, , . that's her cue, naturally!" 

Mrs. Ansel!, leaning back in her chair, with hands 
meditatively stretched along its arms, gave herself up to 
silent consideration of the fragmentary statements cast 
before her. The long habit of ministering to her friends 
in moments of perplexity and distress had giveji her an 
almost judicial keenness in disentangling and coordinat- 
ing facts incoherently presented, and in seizing on the 
thread of motive that connected them; but she had 
never before been confronted with a situation so poignant 
in itself, and bearing so intimately on her personal feel- 
ings; and she needed time to free her thoughts from 
the impending rush of emotion. 

At lastshe raised her head and said; "Why did Mr, 
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Amherst let her come to you, instead of coming him- 
self?" 

"He knows nothing of her being here. She per- 
suaded him to wait a day, and as soon as he had gone 
to the mills this morning she took the first train to 
town." 

"Ah " Mrs. Ansell murmured thoughtfully; and 

Mr. Langhope rejoined, with a conclusive gesture: "Do 
you want more proofs of panic-stricken guilt? " 

"Oh, guilt — " His friend revolved her large soft 
muff about a drooping hand. "There's so much still 
to understand." 

"Your mind does not, as a rule, work so slowly!" 
he said with some asperity; but she paid no heed to his 
tone. 

"Amherst, for instance — how long has he known of 
this?" she continued. 

"A week or two only — she made that clear." 

"And what is his attitude?" 

"Ah — that, I conjecture, is just what she means to 
keep us from knowing!" 

"You mean she's afraid?" 

Mr. Langhope gathered his haggard brows in a 
frown. "She's afraid, of course — mortally — I never 
saw a woman more afraid. I only wonder she had the 
courage to face me." 

"Ah — that's it! Why did she face you? To ex- 
tenuate her act — to give you her version, because she 
feared his might be worse? Do you gather that that 
was her motive?" 

It was Mr, Langhope's tvun to hesitate. He fur- 
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rowed the thick Turkey rug with the point of his ebony 
stick, pausing once or twice to revolve it gimlet-Hke in 
a gap of the pile. 

"Not her avowed motive, naturally." 

"Well — at least, then, let me have that." 

"Her avowed motive? Oh, she'd prepared one, of 
course — trust her to have a dozen ready! The one she 
produced was — simply the desire to protect her hus- 
band." 

"Her husband? Doe's he too need protection?" 

"My God, if he takes her side ! At any rate, 

her fear seemed to be that what she had done might 
ruin him; might cause him to feel — as well he may! — 
that the mere fact of being her husband makes his situa- 
tion as Cicely's stepfather, as my son-in-law, intolerable. 
And she came to clear him, as it were — to find out, in 
short, on what terms I should be willing to continue my 
present relations with him as though this hideous thing 
had not been known to me." 

Mrs. Ansell raised her head quickly. "Well — and 
what were your terms?" 

He hesitated. "She spared me the pain of pro- 
posing any — I had only to accept hers." 

"Hers?" 

"That she should disappear altogether from my 
sight — and from the child's, naturally. Good heaven, I 
should like to include Amherst in that! But I'm tied 
hand and foot, as you see, by Cicely's interests; and 
I'm bound to say she exonerated him completely — com- 
pletely!" 

Mrs. Ansell was again silent, but a swift flight of 
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thoughts traversed her drooping face. "But if you are 
to remain on the old terms with her husband, how is 
she to disappear out of your life without also disappear- 
ing out of his?" 

Mr. Langhope gave a slight laugh. "I leave her to 
work out that problem." 

"And you think Amherst will consent to such con- 
ditions?" 

"He's not to know of them." 

The unexpectedness of the reply reduced Mrs. 
Ansell to a sound of inarticulate interrogation; and Mr. 
Langhope continued: "Not at first, that is. She had 
thought it all out — foreseen everything; and she wrung 
from me — I don't yet know how 1 — a promise that when 
I saw him I would make it appear that I cleared him 
completely, not only of any possible complicity, or 
whatever you choose to call it, but of any sort of con- 
nection with the matter in my thoughts of him. I am, 
in short, to let him feel that he and I are to continue 
on the old footing — and I agreed, on the condition of 
her effacing herself somehow — of course on some other 
pretext" 

"Some other pretext? But what conceivable pre- 
text? My poor friend, he adores her!" 

Mr. Langhope raised his eyebrows slightly. "We 
haven't seen him since this became known to him. 
Ske has; and she let slip that he was horror-struck." 

Mrs. Ansell looked up with a quick exclamation. 
"Let slip? Isn't it much more likely that she forced 
it on you — emphasised it to the last limit of cre- 
dulity?" She sank her hands to the arras of the chair, 
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nd exclaimed, looking him straight in the eyes: 
You say she was frightened? It strikes me she was 
launtless!" 

Mr. Langhope stared a moment; then he said, with 
in ironic shrug: "No doubt, then, she counted on its 
triking me too.'* 

Mrs. Ansell breathed a shuddering sigh. "Oh, I 
mderstand your feeling as you do — I'm deep in the 
lorror of it myself. But I can't help seeing that this 
7oman might have saved herself — and that she's chosen 
save her husband instead. What I don't see, from 
7hat I know of him," she musingly proceeded, "is how, 
m any imaginable pretext, she will induce him to ac- 
ept ttie sacrifice." 

Mr. Langhope made a resentful movement. "If that's 
lie only point your mind dwells on !" 

Mrs. Ansell looked up. "It doesn't dwell anywhere 
s yet — except, my poor Henry," she murmured, rising 
3 move toward him, and softly laying her hand on his 
ent shoulder — "except on your distress and misery — 
n the very part I can't yet talk of, can't question you 
bout . . ." 

He let her hand rest there a moment; then he 
imed, and drawing it into his own tremulous fingers, 
ressed it silently, with a clinging helpless grasp that 
rew the tears to her eyes. 

Justine Brent, in her earliest girlhood, had gone 
irough one of those emotional experiences that are the 
ifantile diseases of the heart She had fancied herself 
•eloved of a youth of her own age; had secretly re- 
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turned his devotion, and had seen it reft from her by 
another. Such an incident, as inevitable as the measles, 
sometimes, like that mild malady, leaves traces out of 
all proportion to its actual virulence. The blow fell on 
Justine with tragic suddenness, and she reeled under 
it, thinking darkly of death, and renouncing all hopes 
of future happiness. Her ready pen often beguiled her 
into recording her impressions, and she now found an 
escape from despair in writing the history of a damsel 
similarly wronged. In her tale, the heroine killed her- 
self; but the author, saved by this vicarious sacri- 
fice, lived, and in time even smiled over her manu- 
script. 

It was many years since Justine Amherst had re- 
called this youthful incident; but the memory of it 
recurred to her as she turned from Mr. Langhope's 
door. For a moment death seemed the easiest escape 
from what confronted her; but though she could no 
longer medicine her despair by turning it into fiction, 
she knew at once that she must somehow transpose it 
into terms of action, that she must always escape from 
life into more life, and not into its negation. 

She had been carried into Mr. Langhope's presence 
by that expiatory passion which still burns so high, and 
draws its sustenance from so deep down, in the un- 
sleeping hearts of women. Though she had never 
wavered in her conviction that her act had been justi- 
fied her ideas staggered under the sudden comprehen- 
sion of its consequences. Not till that morning had she 
seen those consequences in their terrible, unsuspected 
extent, had she understood how one stone rashly loosened 
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from the laboriously erected structure of human society 
may produce remote fissures in that clumsy fabric. She 
saw that, having hazarded the loosening of the stone, 
she should have held herself apart from ordinary human 
ties, like some priestess set apart for the service of 
the temple. And instead, she had seized happiness 
with both hands, taken it as the gift of the very fate 
she had herself precipitated! She remembered some old 
Greek saying to the effect that the gods never forgive 
the mortal who presumes to love and suffer like a god. 
She had dared to do both, and the gods were bring- 
ing ruin on that deeper self which had its life in those 
about her. 

So much had become clear to her when she heard 
Amherst declare his intention of laying the facts before 
Mr. Langhope. His few broken words lit up the farthest 
verge of their lives. She saw that his retrospective 
reverence for his wife's memory, which was as far as pos- 
sible removed from the strong passion of the mind and 
senses that boimd him to herself, was indelibly stained 
and desecrated by the discovery that all he had re- 
ceived from the one woman had been won for him by 
the deUberate act of the other. This was what no 
reasoning, no appeal to the calmer judgment, could ever, 
in his inmost thoughts, undo or extenuate. It could 
find appeasement only in the renunciation of all that 
had come to him from Bessy; and this renunciation, so 
different from the mere sacrifice of material well-being, 
was bound up with consequences so far-reaching, so 
destructive to the cause which had inspired his whole 
life, that Justine felt the helpless terror of the mortal 
who has launched one of the heavenly bolts. 
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She could think of no way of diverting it but the 
way she had chosen. She must see Mr. Langhope first, 
must clear Amherst of the least faint association with 
her act or her intention. And to do this she must 
exaggerate, not her own compunction — for she could 
not depart from the exact truth in reporting her feel- 
ings and convictions — but her husband's first instinctive 
movement of horror, the revulsion of feeling her con- 
fession had really produced in him. This was the most 
painful part of her task, and for this reason her excited 
imagination clothed it with a special expiatory value. 
If she could purchase Amherst's peace of mind, and the 
security of his future, by confessing, and even over- 
emphasising, the momentary estrangement between them 
there would be a bitter joy in such payment! 

Her hour with Mr. Langhope proved the correct- 
ness of her intuition. She could save Amherst only by 
effacing herself from his life: those about him would be 
only too ready to let her bear the full burden of ob- 
loquy. She could see that, for a dozen reasons, Mr. 
Langhope, even in the first shock of his dismay, un- 
consciously craved a way of exonerating Amherst, of 
preserving intact the relation on which so much of his 
comfort had come to depend. And she had the courage 
to make the most of his desire, to fortify it by isolating 
Amherst's point of view from hers; so that, when the 
hour was over, she had the solace of feeling that she 
had completely freed him from any conceivable con- 
sequence of her act. 

So far, the impetus of self-sacrifice had carried her 
straight to her goal; but, as frequently happens with 
such atoning impulses, it left her stranded just short of 
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subsequent plan of conduct. Her next step, in- 
l, was clear enough: she must return to Hanaford, 
ain to her husband that she had felt impelled to 
her own story to Mr. Langhope, and then take up 
ordinary life till chance offered her a pretext for 
ling her promise. But what pretext was likely to 
ent itself? No symbolic horn would sound the hour 
ilfilment; she must be her own judge, and hear the 
in the depths of her own conscience. 
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XXXIX. 

When Amherst, returning late that afternoon from 
Westmore, learned of his wife's departure, and read 
the note she had left, he found it, for a time, impos- 
sible to bring order out of the confusion of feeling pro- 
duced in him. 

His mind had been disturbed enough before. All 
day, through the routine of work at the mills, he had 
laboured inwardly with the difficulties confronting him; 
and his unrest had been increased by the fact that his 
situation bore an ironic likeness to that in which, from 
a far different cause, he had found himself at the other 
crisis of his life. Once more he was threatened with 
the possibility of having to give up Westmore, at a mo- 
ment when concentration of purpose and persistency of 
will were at last beginning to declare Uiemselves in 
tangible results. Before, he had only given up dreams; 
now it was their fruition that he was asked to surrender. 
And he was fixed in his resolve to withdraw absolutely 
from Westmore if the statement he had to make to Mr. 
Langhope was received with the least hint of an offen- 
sive mental reservation. All forms of moral compromise 
had always been difficult to Amherst, and like many 
men absorbed in large and compUcated questions he 
craved above all clearness and peace in his household 
relation. The first months of his second marriage had 
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brought him, as a part of richer and deeper joys, this 
enveloping sense of a clear moral medium, in which no 
subterfuge or equivocation could draw breath. He had 
felt that henceforth he could pour into his work all the 
combative energy, the powers of endurance, resistance, 
renovation, which had once been unprofitably dissipated 
in the vain attempt to bring some sort of harmony into 
life with Bessy. Between himself and Justine, apart 
from their love for each other, there was the wider 
passion for their kind, which gave back to them an en- 
larged and deepened reflection of their personal feeling. 
In such an air it had seemed that no petty egotism 
could hamper their growth, no misintelligence obscure 
their love; yet all the while this pure happiness had 
been unfolding against a sordid background of false- 
hood and intrigue from which his soul turned with 
loathing. 

Justine was right in assuming that Amherst had 
never thought much about women. He had vaguely 
regarded them as meant to people that hazy domain of 
feeling designed to offer the busy man an escape from 
thought. His second marriage, leading him to the bliss- 
ful discovery that woman can think as well as feel, that 
there are beings of the ornamental sex in whom brain 
and heart have so enlarged each other that their emo- 
tions are as clear as thought, their thoughts as warm as 
emotions — this discovery had had the effect of making 
him discard his former summary conception of woman 
as a bundle of inconsequent impulses, and admit her at 
a stroke to full mental equality with her lord. The re- 
sult of this act of manumission was, that in judging 
Justine he could no longer allow for what was purely 
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feminine in her conduct. It was incomprehensible to 
him that she, to whom truth had seemed the essential 
element of life, should have been able to draw breath, 
and find happiness, in an atmosphere of falsehood and 
dissimulation. His mind could assent — at least in the 
abstract — to the reasonableness of her act; but he was 
still unable to understand her having concealed it from 
him. He could enter far enough into her feelings to 
allow for her having kept silence on his first return to 
Lynbrook, when she was still under the strain of a pro- 
longed and terrible trial; but that she should have con- 
tinued to do so when he and she had discovered and 
confessed their love for each other, threw an intolerable 
doubt on her whole course. 

He stayed late at the mills, finding one pretext after 
another for delaying his return to Hanaford, and trying, 
while he gave one part of his mind to the methodical 
performance of his task, to adjust the other to some 
definite view of the future. But all was darkened and 
confused by the sense that, between himself and Justine, 
complete communion of thought was no longer possible. 
It had, in fact, never existed; there had always been a 
locked chamber in her mind, and he knew not yet what 
other secrets might inhabit it. 

The shock of finding her gone when he reached 
home gave a new turn to his feelings. She had made 
no mystery of her destination, leaving word with the 
servants that she had gone to town to see Mr. Lang- 
hope; and Amherst found a note from her on his study 
table. 

"I feel," she wrote, "that I ought to see Mr. Lang- 
hope myself, and be the first to tell him what must be 
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told. It was like you, dearest, to wish to spare me 
this, but it would have made me more unhappy; and 
Mr. Langhope might wish to hear the facts in my own 
words. I shall come back to-morrow, and after that it 
will be for you to decide what must be done." 

The brevity and simplicity of the note were char- 
acteristic; in moments of high tension Justine was al- 
ways calm and direct And it was like her, too, not to 
make any covert appeal to his sympathy, not to seek to 
entrap his judgment by caressing words and plaintive 
allusions. The quiet tone in which she stated her pur- 
pose matched the firmness and courage of the act, and 
for a moment Amherst was shaken by a revulsion of 
feeling. Her heart was level with his, after all — if 
she had done wrong she would bear the brunt of it 
alone. It was so exactly what he himself would have 
felt and done in such a situation that faith in her flowed 
back through all the dried channels of his heart But 
an instant later the current set the other way. The 
wretched years of his first marriage had left in him a 
residue of distrust, a tendency to dissociate every act 
from its ostensible motive. He had been too pro- 
foundly the dupe of his own enthusiasm not to retain 
this streak of scepticism, and it now moved him to 
ask if Justine's sudden departure had not been prompted 
by some other cause than the one she avowed. Had 
that alone actuated her, why not have told it to him, 
and asked his consent to her plan? Why let him 
leave the house without a hint of her purpose, and slip 
off by the first train as soon as he was safe at West- 
more? Might it not be that she had special reasons 
for wishing Mr. Langhope to hear her own version first 
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— that there were questions she wished to parry her- 
self, explanations she could trust no one to make for 
her? The thought plunged Amherst into deeper misery. 
He knew not how to defend himself against these dis- 
integrating suspicions — he felt only that, once the accord 
between two minds is broken, it is less easy to restore 
than the passion between two hearts. He dragged heavily 
through his solitary evening, and awaited with dread and 
yet impatience a message announcing his wife's return. 

It would have been easier — far easier — when she 
left Mr. Langhope's door, to go straight out into the 
darkness and let it close in on her for good. 

Justine felt herself yielding to the spell of that 
suggestion as she walked along the lamplit pavement, 
hardly conscious of the turn her steps were taking. 
The door of the house which a few weeks before had 
been virtually hers had closed on her without a ques- 
tion. She had been suffered to go out into the dark- 
ness without being asked whither she was going, or 
under what roof her night would be speAt The con- 
trast between her past and present sounded through 
the tumult of her thoughts like the evil laughter of 
temptation. The house at Hanaford, to which she was 
returning, would look at her with the same aUen face 
— nowhere on earth, at that moment, was a door which 
would open to her like the door of home. 

In her painful self-absorption she followed the side 
street toward Madison Avenue, and struck southward 
down that tranquil thoroughfare. There was a physical 
relief in rapid motion, and she walked on, still hardly 
aware of her direction, toward the clustered lights of 
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Madison Square. Should she return to Hanaford, she 
had still several hours to dispose of before the de- 
parture of the midnight train; and if she did not return, 
hours and dates no longer existed for her. 

It would be easier — infinitely easier — not to go back. 
To take up her life with Amherst would, under any 
circumstances, be painful enough; to take it up under 
the tadt restriction of her pledge to Mr. Langhope 
seemed more than human courage could face. As she 
approached the square she had almost reached the 
conclusion that such a temporary renewal was beyond 
her strength — beyond what any standard of duty 
exacted. The question of an alternative hardly troubled 
her. She would simply go on living, and find an escape 
in work and material hardship. It would not be hard 
for so inconspicuous a person to slip back into the 
obscure mass of humanity. 

She paused a moment on the edge of the square, 
vaguely seeking a direction for her feet that might per- 
mit the working of her thoughts to go on uninterrupted; 
and as she stood there, her eyes fell on the bench near 
the comer of Twenty-sixth Street, where she had sat 
with Amherst on the day of his flight from Lynbrook. 
He too had dreamed of escaping from insoluble problems 
into the dear air of hard work and simple duties; and 
she remembered the words with which she had turned 
him back. The cases, of course, were hot identical, 
since he had been flying in anger and wounded pride 
from a situation for which he was in no wise to blame; 
yet, if even at such a moment she had insisted on 
charity and forbearance, how could she now show less 
self-denial than she had exacted of him? 

J5* 
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"If you go away for a time, surely it ought to be in 
such a way that your going does not seem to cast any 
reflection on Bessy. . . ." That was how she had put it 
to him, and how, with the mere change of a name, she 
must now, for reasons as cogent, put it to herself. 
It was just as much a part of the course she had 
planned to return to her husband now, and take up 
their daily life together, as it would, later on, be her 
duty to drop out of that life, when her doing so could 
no longer involve him in the penalty to be paid. 

She stood a littie while looking at the bench on which 
they had sat, and giving thanks in her heart for the past 
strength which was now helping to build up her failing 
courage: such a patchwork business are our best en- 
deavours, yet so faithfully does each weak upward im- 
pulse reach back a hand to the next 

Justine's explanation of her visit to Mr. Langhope 
was not wholly satisfying to her husband. She did not 
conceal from him that the scene had been painful, but 
she gave him to understand, as briefly as possible, that 
Mr. Langhope, after his first movement of uncontroll- 
able distress, had seemed able to make allowances for 
the pressure under which she had acted, and that he 
had, at any rate, given no sign of intending to let her 
confession make any change in the relation between the 
households. If she did not — as Amherst afterward 
recalled — put all this specifically into words, she con- 
trived to convey it in her manner, in her allusions^ above 
all in her recovered composure. She had the demeanour 
of one who has gone through a severe test of strength, 
but come out of it in complete control of the situation. 
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There was something slightly unnatural in this prompt 
solution of so complicated a difficulty, and it had the 
effect of making Amherst ask himself what, to produce 
such a result, must have been the gist of her com- 
munication to Mr. Langhope. If the latter had shown 
any disposition to be cruel, or even unjust, Amherst's 
sympathies would have rushed instantly to his wife's 
defence; but the fact that there was apparently to be 
no call on them left his reason free to compare and 
discriminate, with the final result that the more he pon- 
dered on his father-in-law's attitude the less intelligible 
it became. 

A few days after Justine's return he was called to 
New York on business; and before leaving he told her 
that he should of course take the opportunity of having 
a talk with Mr. Langhope. 

She received the statement with the gentle composure 
fix)m which she had not departed since her return from 
town; and he added tentatively, as if to provoke her to 
a clearer expression of feeling: "I shall not be satisfied, 
of course, till I see for myself just how he feels — ^just 
how miich, at bottom, this has affected him — since my 
own future relation to him will, as I have already told 
you, depend entirely on his treatment of you." 

She met this without any sign of disturbance. "His 
treatment of me was very kind," she said. "But would 
it not, on your part," she continued hesitatingly, "be 
kinder not to touch on the subject so soon again?" 

The line deepened between his brows. "Touch on 
it? I sha'n't rest till I've gone to the bottom of it! Till 
then, you must understand," he summed up with decision, 
"I feel myself only on sufferance here at Westmore." 
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"Yes — I understand," she assented; and as he bent 
over to kiss her for good-bye a tenuous impenetrable 
barrier seemed to lie between their lips. 

It was Justine's turn to await with a passionate 
anxiety her husband's home-coming; and when, on the 
third day, he reappeared, her dearly acquired self-con- 
trol gave way to a tremulous eagerness. This was, after 
all, the turning-point in their lives: everything depended 
on how Mr. Langhope had "played up" to his cue, had 
kept to his side of their bond. 

Amherst's face showed signs of emotional havoc: 
when feeling once broke out in him it had full play, 
and she could see that his hour with Mr. Langhope had 
struck to the roots of life. But the resultant expression 
was one of invigoration, not defeat; and she gathered 
at a glance that her partner had not betrayed her. She 
drew a tragic solace from the success of her achieve- 
ment; yet it flung her into her husband's arms with a 
passion of longing to which, as she instantly felt, he did 
not as completely respond. 

There was still, then, something "between" them: 
somewhere the mechanism of her scheme had failed, 
or its action had not produced the result she had 
counted on. 

As soon as they were alone in the study she said, as 
quietly as she could: "You saw your father-in-law? 
You talked with him?" 

"Yes — I spent the afternoon with him; Cicely sent 
you her love." 

She coloured at the mention of the child's name and 
murmured: "And Mr. Langhope?" 
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"He is perfectly calm now — perfectly impartial. — 
This business has made me feel," Amherst added ab- 
ruptly, "that I have never been quite fair to him. I 
never thought him a magnanimous man," 

"He has proved himself so," Justine murmured, her 
head bent low over a bit of needlework; and Amherst 
affirmed energetically: "He has been more than that — 
generous!" 

She looked up at him with a smile. "I am so glad, 
dear; so glad there is not to be the least shadow be- 
tween you . . ." 

"No," Amherst said, his voice flagging slightly. 
There was a pause, and then he went on with renewed 
emphasis: "Of course I made my point clear to him." 

"Your point?" 

"That I stand or fall by his judgment of you." ' 

Oh, if he had but said it more tenderly! But he 
delivered it with the quiet resolution of a man who con- 
tends for an abstract principle of justice, and not for a 
passion grown into the fibres of his heart! 

"You are generous too," she faltered, her voice 
trembling a little. 

Amherst frowned; and she perceived that any hint, 
on her part, of recognising the slightest change in their 
relations was still like pressure on a painful bruise, 

"There is no need for such words between us," he 
said impatiently; "and Mr. Langhope's attitude," he 
added, with an effort at a lighter tone, "has made it un- 
necessary, thank heaven, that we should ever revert to 
the subject again." 

He turned to his desk as he spoke, and plunged into 
perusal of the letters that had accumulated in his absence. 
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There was a temporary excess of work at WestmcMre, 
and during the days that followed he threw himself into 
it with a zeal that showed Justine how eagerly he sought 
any pretext for avoiding confidential moments. The 
perception was painful enough, yet not as painful as 
another discovery that awaited her. She too had her 
tasks at Westmore: the supervision of the hospital, the 
day nursery, the mothers' club, and the various other 
organisations whereby she and Amherst were trying to 
put some sort of social unity into the lives of the mill- 
hands; and when, on the day after his return fi-om New 
York, she presented herself, as usual, at the Westmore 
office, where she was in the habit of holding a brief 
consultation with him before starting on her rounds, she 
was at once aware of a new tinge of constraint in his 
manner. It hurt him, then, to see her at Westmore — 
hmt him more than to live with her, at Hanaford, imder 
Bess)r's roof! For it was there, at the mills, that his real 
life was led, the life with which Justine had been most 
identified, the life that had been made possible for both 
by the magnanimity of that other woman whose presence 
was now forever between them. 

Justine made no sign. She resumed her work as 
though unconscious of any change; but whereas in the 
past they had always found pretexts for seeking each 
other out, to discuss the order of the day's work, or 
merely to warm their hearts by a rapid word or two, 
now each went a separate way, sometimes not meeting 
till they regained the house at night-fall. 

And as the weeks passed she began to imderstand 
that, by a strange mvemon oi ^xcJc^^SJ^yV^ ^ \.\vi relation 
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between Amherst and herself was to be the means of 
holding her to her compact with Mr. Langhope — if in- 
deed it were not nearer the truth to say that it had 
made such a compact unnecessary. Amherst had done 
his best to take up their life together as though there 
had been no break in it; but slowly the fact was 
being forced on her that by remaining with him she 
was subjecting him to intolerable suffering — was com- 
ing to be the personification of the very thoughts and 
associations from which he struggled to escape. Hap- 
pily her promptness of action had preserved Westmore 
to him, and in Westmore she believed that he would in 
time find a refuge from even the memory of what he 
was now enduring. But meanwhile her presence kept 
the thought alive; and, had every other incentive lost 
its power, this would have been enough to sustain her. 
Fate had, ironically enough, furnished her with an 
unanswerable reason for leaving Amherst; the impos- 
sibility of their keeping up such a relation as now existed 
between them would soon become too patent to be 
denied. 

Meanwhile, as summer approached, she knew that 
external conditions would also call upon her to act 
The visible signal for her withdrawal would be Cicely's 
next visit to Westmore. The child's birthday fell in 
early June; and Amherst, some months previously, had 
asked that she should be permitted to spend it at Hana- 
fordy and that it should be chosen as the date for the 
opening of the first model cottages at Hopewood. 

It was Justine who had originated the idea of as- 
sociating Cicely's anniversaries with some significant mo- 
ment in the annals of the mill colony*, aivd sXtmcVl \ss ^S^ft. 
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happy suggestion, he had at once applied himself to 
hastening on the work at Hopewood. The eagerness 
of both Amherst and Justine that Cicely should be 
identified with the developing life of Westmore had 
been one of the chief influences in reconciling Mr. 
Langhope to his son-in-law's second marriage. Hus- 
band and wife had always made it dear that they re- 
garded themselves as the mere trustees of the West- 
more revenues, and that Cicely's name should, as early 
as possible, be associated with every measure taken for 
the welfare of the people. But now, as Justine knew, 
the situation was changed; and Cicely would not be al- 
lowed to come to Hanaford until she herself had left it. 
The manifold threads of divination that she was per- 
petually throwing out in Amherst's presence told her, 
without word or sign on his part, that he also awaited 
Cicely's birthday as a determining date in their lives. 
He spoke confidently, and as a matter of course, of 
Mr. Langhope's bringing his granddaughter at the pro- 
mised time; but Justine could hear a note of challenge 
in his voice, as though he felt that Mr. Langhope's 
sincerity had not yet been put to the test 

As the time drew nearer it became more difficult for 
her to decide just how she should take the step she had 
determined on. She had no material anxiety for the 
future, for although she did not mean to accept a penny 
from her husband after she had left him, she knew it 
would be easy for her to take up her nursing again; 
and she knew also that her hospital connections would 
enable her to find work in a part of the country far 
enough distant to remove her entirely from his life. 
But she had not yet been able to invent a reason for 
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leaving that should be convincing enough to satisfy him, 
without directing his suspicions to the truth. As she 
revolved the question she suddenly recalled an exclama- 
tion of Amherst's — a word spoken as they entered Mr. 
Langhope's door, on the fatal afternoon when she had 
found Wyant's letter awaiting her. 

"There's nothing you can't make people believe, you 
little Jesuit!" 

She had laughed in pure joy at his praise of her; 
for every bantering phrase had then been a caress. But 
now the words returned with a sinister meaning. She 
knew they were true as far as Amherst was concerned: 
in the arts of casuistry and equivocation a child could 
have outmatched him, and she had only to exert her 
will to dupe him as deeply as she pleased. Well! the 
task was odious, but it was needful; it was the bitterest 
part of her expiation that she must deceive him once 
more to save him from the results of her former decep- 
tion. This decision once reached, every nerve in her 
became alert for an opportunity to do the thing and 
have it over; so that, whenever they were alone together, 
she was in an attitude of perpetual tension, her whole 
mind drawn up for its final spring. 

The decisive word came, one evening toward the 
end of May, in the form of an allusion on Amherst's 
part to Cicely's approaching visit Husband and wife 
were seated in the drawing-room after dinner, he with a 
book in hand, she bending, as usual, over the needlework 
which served at once as a pretext for lowered eyes, and 
as a means of disguising her fixed preoccupation. 

"Have you worked out a plan?" he asked, laying 
down his book. "It occurred to me that it would be 
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rather a good idea if we began with a sort of festivity 
for the kids at the day nursery. You could take Cicely 
there early, and I could bring out Mr. Langhope after 
luncheon. The whole performance would probably tire 
him too much." 

Justine listened with suspended thread. "Yes — that 
seems a good plan." 

"Will you see about the details, then? You know 
it's only a week off." 

"Yes, I know." She hesitated, and then took the 
spring. "I ought to tell you, John — that I — I think I 
may not be here. . . ." 

He raised his head abruptly, and she saw the blood 
mount under his fair skin. "Not be here?" he ex- 
claimed. 

She met his look as steadily as she could. "I think 
of going away for awhile." 

"Going away? Where? What is the matter — are 
you not well?" 

There was her pretext— he had found it for her! 
Why should she not simply plead ill-health? After- 
ward she would find a way of elaborating the details 
and making them plausible. But suddenly, as she was 
about to speak, there came to her the feeling which, up 
to one fatal moment in their lives, had always ruled 
their intercourse — the feeling that there must be truth, 
and absolute truth, between them. Absolute, indeed, it 
could never be again, since he must never know of the 
condition exacted by Mr. Langhope; but that, at the 
moment, seemed almost a secondary motive compared 
to the deeper influences that were inexorably forcing 
them apart. At any lale, she viould trump up no 
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trivial excuse for the step she had resolved on; there 
should be truth, if not the whole truth, in this last de- 
cisive hour between them. 

"Yes; I am quite well — at least my body is," she 
said quietly. "But I am tired, perhaps; my mind has 
been going round too long in the same circle." She 
paused for a brief space, and then, raising her head, 
and looking him straight in the eyes: "Has it not been 
so with you?" she asked. 

The question seemed to startle Amherst. He rose 
from his chair and took a few steps toward the hearth, 
where a small fire was crumbling into embers. He 
turned his back to it, resting an arm on the mantel- 
shelf; then he said, in a somewhat unsteady tone: "I 
thought we had agreed not to speak of all that again." 

Justine shook her head witii a fugitive half-smile. 
"I made no such agreement And besides, what is the 
use, when we can always hear each other's thoughts 
speak, and they speak of nothing else?" 

Amherst's brows darkened. "It is not so with mine," 
he b^an; but she raised her hand with a silencing 
gesture. 

"I know you have tried your best that it should not 
be so; and perhaps you have succeeded better than I. 
But I am tired, horribly tired — I want to get away from 
everything!" 

She saw a look of pain in his eyes. He continued 
to lean against the mantelshelf, his head slightly lowered, 
his unseeing gaze fixed on a remote scroll in the pattern 
of the carpet; then he said in a low tone: "I can only 
repeat again what I have said before — that I understand 
why you did what you did." 
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"Thank you," she answered, in the same tone. 

There was another pause, for she could not trust 
herself to go on speaking; and presently he asked, with 
a tinge of bitterness in his voice: "That does not 
satisfy you?" 

She hesitated. "It satisfies me ai much as it does 
you — and no more," she replied at length. 

He looked up hastily. "What do you mean?" 

"Just what I say. We can neither of us go on living 
on that understanding just at present" She rose as 
she spoke, and crossed over to the hearth. "I want to 
go back to my nursing — to go out to Michigan, to a 
town where I spent a few months the year before I first 
came to Hanaford. I have friends there, and can get 
work easily. And you can tell people that I was ill and 
needed a change." 

It had been easier to say than she had imagined, 
and her voice held its dear note till the end; but when 
she had ceased, the whole room began to reverberate 
with her words, and through the dashing they made in 
her brain she felt a sudden uncontrollable longing that 
they should provoke in him a cry of protest, of resistance. 
Oh, if he refused to let her go — if he caught her to him, 
and defied the world to part them — what then of her 
pledge to Mr. Langhope, what then of her resolve to 
pay the penalty alone? 

But in the space of a heart-beat she knew that peril 
— that longed-for peril! — was past. Her husband had 
remained silent — he neither moved toward her nor looked 
at her; and she felt in every slackening nerve that in the 
end he would let her go. 
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XL. 



Mr. Langhope, tossing down a note on Mrs. Ansell's 
Irawing-room table, commanded imperiously: "Read 
bat!" 

She set aside her tea-cup, and looked up, not at the 
lote, but into his face, which was crossed by one of 
be waves of heat and tremulousness that she was be- 
;inning to fear for him. Mr. Langhope had changed 
;reatly in the last three months; and as he stood there 
a the clear light of the June afternoon it came to her 
bat he had at last suffered the sudden collapse which 
> the penalty of youth preserved beyond its time. 

"What is it?" she asked, still watching him as she 
ut out her hand for the letter. 

"Amherst writes to remind me of my promise to take 
licely to Hanaford next week, for her birthday." 

"Well — it was a promise, wasn't it?" she rejoined, 
inning her eyes over the page. 

"A promise — yes; but made before. . . . Read the 
ote — you'll see there's no reference to his wife. For 
11 I know, she'll be there to receive us." 

"But that was a promise too." 

"That neither Cicely nor I should ever set eyes on 
er? Yes. But why should she keep it? I was a 
)ol that day — she fooled me ^s she's fooled us all! 
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But you saw through it from the beginning — you said 
at once that she'd never leave him." 

Mrs. Ansell reflected. "I said that before I knew 
all the circumstances. Now I think differently." 

"You think she still means to go?" 

She handed the letter back to him. "I think this is 
to tell you so." 

"This?" He groped for his glasses, dubiously scan- 
ning the letter again. 

"Yes. And what's more, if you refuse to go shdl 
have every right to break her side of the agreement" 

Mr. Langhope sank into a chair, stead3ring himself 
painfully with his stick. "Upon my soul, I sometimes 
think you're on her side!" he ejaculated. 

"No — but I like fair play," she returned, measur- 
ing his tea carefully into his favourite little porcelain 
tea-pot 

"Fair play?" 

"She's offering to do her part It's for you to do 
yours now — to take Cicely to Hanaford." 

"If I find her there, I never cross Amherst's threshold 
again!" 

Mrs. Ansell, without answering, rose and put his tea- 
cup on the slender-legged table at his elbow; then, 
before returning to her seat, she found the enamelled 
match-box and laid it by the cup. It was becoming 
difficult for Mr. Langhope to guide his movements about 
her small encumbered room; and he had alwa)rs liked 
being waited on. 

Mrs. Ansell's prognostication proved correct When 
Mr. Langhope and Cicely arrived at Hanaford they 
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found Amherst alone to receive them. He explained 
briefly that his wife had been unwell, and had gone to 
seek rest and change at the house of an old friend in 
the west Mr. Langhope expressed a decent amount of 
regret, and the subject was dropped as if by common 
consent. Cicely, however, was not so easily silenced. 
Poor Bessy's uncertain fits of tenderness had produced 
more bewilderment than pleasure in her sober-minded 
child; but the little girl's feelings and perceptions had 
developed rapidly in the equable atmosphere of her 
stepmother's affection. Cicely had reached the age 
when children put their questions with as much in- 
genuity as persistence, and both Mr. Latighope and 
Amherst longed for Mrs. AnselPs aid in parr3dng her 
incessant interrogations as to the cause and length of 
Justine's absence, what she had said before going, 
and what promise she had made about coming back. 
But Mrs. Ansell had not come to Hanaford. Though 
it had become a matter of habit to include her in the 
family pilgrimages to the mills she had firmly main- 
tained the plea of more urgent engagements; and the 
two men, with only Cicely between them, had spent the 
long days and longer evenings in unaccustomed and 
unmitigated propinquity. 

Mr. Langhope, before leaving, thought it proper to 
touch tentatively on his promise of giving Cicely to 
Amherst for the summer; but to his surprise the latter, 
after a moment of hesitation, replied that he should 
probably go to Europe for two or three months. 

"To Europe? Alone?" escaped from Mr. Lang- 
hope before he had time to weigh his words. 

Amherst frowned slightly. "I have been made a 
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delegate to the Berae conference on the housing of 
factory operatives," he said at length, without making 
a direct reply to the question; "and if there is 
nothing to keep me at Westmore, I shall probably go 
out in July." He waited a moment, and then added: 
"My wife has decided to spend the summer in 
Michigan." 

Mr. Langhope's answer was a vague murmur of 
assent, and Amherst turned the talk to other matters. 

Mr. Langhope returned to town with distinct views 
on the situation at Hanaford. 

"Poor devil — I'm sorry for him: he can hardly speak 
of her," he broke out at once to Mrs. Ansell, in the 
course of their first confidential hour together. 

"Because he cares too much — he's too unhappy?" 

"Because he loathes her!" Mr. Langhope brought 
out with emphasis. 

Mrs. Ansell drew a deep sigh which made him add 
accusingly: "I believe you're actually sorry!" 

"Sorry?" She raised her eyebrows with a slight 
smile. "Should one not always be sorry to know 
there's a little less love and a little more hate in the 
world?" 

"You'll be asking me not to hate her next!** 

She still continued to smile on him. "If s the haters, 
not the hated, I'm sorry for," she said at length; and 
he flung back impatiently: "Oh, don't lef s talk of her. 
I sometimes feel she takes up more place in our lives 
than when she was with us!" 

Amherst went to the Berne conference in July, and 
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spent six weeks afterward in rapid visits to various 
industrial centres and model factory villages. During 
his previous European pilgrimages his interest had by 
no means been restricted to sociological questions: the 
appeal of an old civilisation, reaching him through 
its innumerable forms of tradition and beauty, had 
roused that side of his imagination which his work at 
home left untouched. But upon his present state of 
deep moral commotion the spells of art and history were 
powerless to work. The foundations of his life had 
been shaken, and the fair exterior of the world was as 
vacant as a maniac's face. He could only take refuge 
in his special task, barricading himself against every 
expression of beauty and poetry as so many poignant 
reminders of a phase of life that he was vainly trying to 
cast off and forget 

Even his work had been embittered to him, thrust 
out of its place in the ordered scheme of things. It 
had cost him a hard struggle to hold fast to his main 
purpose, to convince himself that his real duty lay, not 
in renouncing the Westmore money and its obligations, 
but in carrying out his projected task as if nothing 
had occurred to affect his personal relation to it The 
mere fact that such a renunciation would have been 
a deliberate moral suicide, a severing once for all of 
every artery of action, made it take on, at first, the 
semblance of an obligation, a sort of higher duty to the 
abstract conception of what he owed himself. But 
Justine had not erred in her forecast Once she had 
passed out of his life, it was easier for him to return 
to a dispassionate view of his situation, to see, and 
boldly confess to himself that he saw, the still hig^her 
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duty of Sticking to his task, instead of sacrificing it to 
any ideal of personal disinterestedness. It was this 
gradual process of adjustment that saved him from the 
desolating scepticism which falls on the active man when 
the sources of his activity are tainted. Having accepted 
his fate, having consented to see in himself merely the 
necessary agent of a good to be done, he could escape 
from self-questioning only by shutting himself up in the 
practical exigencies of his work, closing his eyes and 
his thoughts to everything which had formerly related it 
to a wider world, had given meaning and beauty to life 
as a whole. 

The return from Europe, and the taking up of the 
daily routine at Hanaford, were the most difficult phases 
in tiiis process of moral adaptation. 

Justine's departure had at first brought relief. He 
had been too sincere with himself to oppose her wish to 
leave Hanaford for a time, since he believed that, for 
her as well as for himself, a temporary separation 
would be less painful than a continuance of their 
actual relation. But as the weeks passed into months 
he found he was no nearer to a dear view of his own 
case: the future was still dark and enigmatic Jus- 
tine's desire to leave him had revived his unformulated 
distrust of her. What could it mean but that there 
were thoughts within her which could not be at rest 
in his presence? He had given her every proof of his 
wish to forget the past, and Mr. Langhope had be- 
haved with unequalled magnanimity. Yet Justine's 
unhappiness was evident: she could not conceal her 
longing to escape from the conditions her act had 
created. Was it because, in reality, she was conscious 
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of Other motives than the one she acknowledged? She 
had insisted, almost unfeelingly as it might have seemed, 
on the abstract rightness of what she had done, on the 
fact that, ideally speaking, her act could not be made 
less right, less justifiable, by the special accidental con- 
sequences that had flowed from it Because these con- 
sequences had caught her in a web of tragic fatality 
she would not be guilty of the weakness of tracing 
back the disaster to any intrinsic error in her original 
motive. Why, then, if this was her real, her proud 
attitude toward the past — and since those about her 
believed in her sincerity, and accepted her justification 
as valid from her point of view if not from theirs — 
why had she not been able to maintain her posture, 
to carry on life on the terms she had exacted from 
others? 

A special circumstance contributed to this feeling 
of distrust; the fact, namely, that Justine, a week after 
her departure from Hanaford, had written to say that 
she could not, from that moment till her return, consent 
to accept any money from Amherst. As her manner 
was, she put her reasons clearly and soberly, without 
evasi(Hi or ambiguity. 

"Since you and I," she wrote, "have always agreed 
in regarding the Westmore money as a kind of wage 
for our services at the mills, I cannot be satisfied to 
go on drawing that wage while I am unable to do any 
work in return. I am sure you must feel as I do about 
this; and you need have no anxiety as to the practical 
side of the question, since I have enough to live on in 
some savings from my hospital days, which were in- 
vested for me two years ago by Harry Dressel, and 
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are beginning to bring in a small return. This being 
the case, I feel I can afford to interpret in any way I 
choose the terms of the bargain between m)rself and 
Westmore." 

On reading this, Amherst's mind had gone through 
the strange dual process which now marked all his judg- 
ments of his wife. At first he had fancied he under- 
stood her, and had felt that he should have done as she 
did; then the usual reaction of distrust set in, and he 
asked himself why she, who had so little of the con- 
ventional attitude toward money, should now develop 
this unexpected susceptibility. And so the old question 
presented itself in another shape: if she had nothing to 
reproach herself for, why was it intolerable to her to 
live on Bessy's money? The fact that she was doing 
no actual service at Westmore did not account for her 
scruples — she would have been the last person to think 
that a sick servant should be docked of his pay. Her 
reluctance could come only from that hidden cause of 
compunction which had prompted her departure, and 
which now forced her to sever even the merely 
material links between herself and her past 

Amherst, on his return to Hanaford, had tried to 
find in these considerations a reason for his deep un- 
rest It was his wife's course which still cast a tortur- 
ing doubt on what he had braced his will to accept 
and put behind him. And he now told himself that 
the perpetual galling sense of her absence was due to 
this uneasy consciousness of what it meant, of the dark 
secrets it enveloped and held back from him. In 
actual truth, every particle of his being missed her, he 
lacked her at every turn. She had been at once the 
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partner of his task, and the pays bleu into which he 
escaped from it; the vivifying thought which gave 
meaning to the life he had chosen, yet never let him 
forget that there was a larger richer life outside, to 
which he was rooted by deeper and more intrinsic 
things than any abstract ideal of altruism. His love 
had preserved his identity, saved him from shrinking 
into the mere nameless unit which the social enthusiast 
is in danger of becoming unless the humanitarian pas- 
sion is balanced, and a little overweighed, by a merely 
human one. And now this equilibrium was lost for- 
ever, and his deepest pain lay in realising that he 
could not regain it, even by casting off Westmore and 
choosing the narrower but richer individual existence 
that her love might once have offered. His life was in 
truth one indivisible organism, not two halves arti- 
ficially united. Self and other-self were ingrown from 
the roots — whichever portion fate restricted him to 
would be but a mutilated half-live fragment of the 
whole. 

Happily for him, chance made this crisis of his life 
coincide with a strike at Westmore. Soon after his 
return to Hanaford he found himself compelled to 
grapple with the hardest problem of his industrial 
career, and he was carried through the ensuing three 
months on that tide of swift obligatory action that 
sweeps the shipwrecked spirit over so many sunken 
reefs of fear and despair. The knowledge that he was 
better able to deal with the question than anyone who 
might conceivably have taken his place — this conviction, 
which was presently confirmed by the peaceable adjust- 
ment of the strike, helped to make the sense of his im- 
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mediate usefulness outbalance that other, disintegrating 
doubt as to the final value of such efforts. And so he 
tried to settle down into a kind of mechanical altruism, 
in which the reflexes of habit should take the place of 
that daily renewal of faith and enthusiasm which had 
been fed from the springs of his own joy. 

The autumn came and passed into winter; and after 
Mr. Langhope's re-establishment in town Amherst began 
to resume his usual visits to his stepdaughter. 

His natural affection for the little girl had been 
deepened by the unforeseen manner in which her fate 
had been entrusted to him. The thought of Bessy, 
softened to compunction by the discovery that her love 
had persisted under their apparently hopeless estrange- 
ment — this feeling, intensified to the verge of morbidness 
by the circumstances attending her death, now sought 
expression in a passionate devotion to her child. Ac- 
cident had, in short, created between Bessy and himself 
a retrospective sympathy which the resumption of life 
together would have dispelled in a week — one of the ex- 
halations from the past that depress the vitality of those 
who linger too near the grave of dead experiences. 

Since Justine's departure Amherst had felt himself 
still more drawn to Cicely; but his relation to the 
child was complicated by the fact that she would not 
be satisfied as to the cause of her stepmother's absence. 
Whenever Amherst came to town, her first question was 
for Justine; and her memory had the precocious per- 
sistence sometimes developed in children too early de- 
prived of their natural atmosphere of affection. Cicely 
had always been petted and adored, at odd times and 
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by divers people; but some instinct seemed to tell her 
that, of ali ^e tenderness bestowed on her, Justine's 
most resembled the all-pervading motherly element in 
which the child's heart expands without ever being con- 
scious of its needs. 

If it had been embarrassing to evade Cicely's ques- 
tions in June it became doubly so as the months passed, 
and the pretext of Justine's ill-health grew more aod 
more difficult to sustain. And in the following March 
Amherst was suddenly called from Hanaford by the 
news that the litde girl herself was ill. Serious compli- 
cations had developed from a protracted case of scarlet 
fever, and for two weeks the child's fate was uncertain. 
Then she began to recover, and in the joy of seeing life 
come back to her, Mr. Langhope and Amherst felt as 
though they must not only gratify every wish she ex- 
pressed, but try to guess at those they saw floating be- 
low the surface of her clear vague eyes. 

It was noticeable to Mrs. Ansell, if not to the others, 
that one of these unexpressed wishes was the desire to 
see her stepmother. Cicely no longer asked for Justine; 
but something in her silence, or in the gesture with 
which she gently put from her other offers of diversion 
and companionship, suddenly struck Mrs. Ausell as more 
poignant than speech. 

"What is it the child wants?" she asked the gover- 
ness, in the course of one of their whispered consulta- 
tions; and the governess, after a moment's hesitation, 
replied: "She said sometliing about a letter she wrote 
to Mrs. Amherst just before she was taken ill — about 
having had no answer, I think." 

"Ah — she writes to Mrs. Amherst, does she?" 
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The governess, evidently aware that she trod on 
delicate ground, tried at once to defend herself and her 
pupil. 

^'It was my fault, perhaps. I suggested once that 
her little compositions should take the form of letters — 
it usually interests a child more — and she asked if they 
might be written to Mrs. Amherst" 

"Your fault? Why should not the child write to 
her stepmother?" Mrs. Ansell rejoined with studied 
surprise; and on the other's murmuring: "Of course — 

of course " she added haughtily: "I trust the letters 

were sent?" 

The governess floundered. "I couldn't say — but 
perhaps the nurse. . ." 



That evening Cicely was less well. There was a 
slight return of fever, and the doctor, hastily summoned, 
hinted at the possibility of too much excitement in the 
sick-room. 

"Excitement? There has been no excitement,** 
Mr. Langhope protested, quivering with the sudden re- 
newal of fear. 

"No? The child seemed nervous, uneasy. It*s 
hard to say why, because she is unusually reserved for 
her age." 

The medical man took his departure, and Mr. Lang- 
hope and Mrs. Ansell faced each other in the disarray 
produced by a call to arms when all has seemed at 
peace. 

"I shall lose her — I shall lose her!" the grandfather 
l^roke out, sinking into his chair with a groan. 
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Mrs. Ansell, gathering up her furs for departure, 
turned on him abruptly from the threshold. 

"It's stupid, what you're doing — stupid!" she ex- 
claimed with unwonted vehemence. 

He raised his head with a startled look. "What do 
you mean — what Pm doing?" 

"The child misses Justine. You ought to send for 
her." 

Mr. Langhope's hands dropped to the arms of his 
chair, and he straightened himself up with a pale flash 
of indignation. "You've had moments lately !" 

"I've had moments, yes; and so have you — when 
the child came back to us, and we stood there and won- 
dered how we could keep her, tie her fast . . . and in 
those moments I saw . . . saw what she wanted . . . 
and so did you!" 

Mr. Langhope turned away his head. "You're a 
sentimentalist!" he flung scornfully back. 

"Oh, call me any bad names you please!" 

"I won't send for that woman!" 

"No." She fastened her furs slowly, with the gentle 
deliberate movements that no emotion ever hastened or 
disturbed. 

"Why do you say no?" he challenged her. 

"To make you contradict me, perhaps," she ventured, 
after looking at him again. 

"Ah " He shifted his position, one elbow sup- 
porting his bowed head, his eyes fixed on the ground. 
Presently he brought out: "Could one ask her to 
come — and see the child — and go away again — for good?" 

"To break the compact at your pleasure, and enter 
into it again for the same reason?" 
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"No — no — I see." He paused, and then looked up 
at her suddenly. "But what if Amherst won't have her 
back himself?" 

"Shall I ask him?" 

"I tell you he can't bear to hear her name!" 

"But he doesn't know why she has left him." 

Mr. Langhope gathered his brows in a frown. "Why 
— what on earth — what possible difference would that 
make? " 

Mrs. Ansell, from the doorway, shed a pitying glance 
on him. "Ah — if you don't see!" she murmured. 

He sank back into his seat with a groan. "Good 
heavens, Maria, how you torture me! I see enough as 
it is — I see too much of the cursed business!" 

She paused again, and then slowly moved a step or 
two nearer, laying her hand on his shoulder. 

"There's one thing you've never seen yet, Henry: 
what Bessy herself would do now — for the child — if she 
could." 

He sat motionless under her light touch, his eyes on 
hers, till their inmost thoughts felt for and found each 
other, as they still sometimes could, through the fog of 
years and selfishness and worldly habit; then he dropped 
his face into his hands, hiding it from her with the in- 
stinctive shrinking of an aged grief. 



1 



Amherst, Cicely's convalescence once assured, had 
been obliged to go back to Hanaford; but some ten 
days later, on hearing from Mrs. Ansell that the littie 
girl's progress was less rapid than had been hoped, he 
returned to his father-in-law's for a Sunday. 

He came two days after the talk recorded in the 
last chapter — a talk of which Mrs. Ansell's letter to 
him had been the direct result. She had promised Mr. 
LaDgbope that, in writing to Amherst, she would not 
go beyond the briefest statement of fact; and she had 
kept her word, trusting to circumstances to speak for 
her. 

Mrs. Ansell, during Cicely's illness, had formed the 
habit of dropping in on Mr. I.anghope at the tea hour 
instead of awaiting him in her own drawing-room; and 
on the Sunday in question she found him alone. Be- 
neath his pleasure in seeing her, which had grown more 
marked as his dependence on her increased, she at once 
discerned traces of recent disturbance; and her first 
question was for Cicely. 

He met it with a discouraged gesture. "No great 
change— Amherst finds her less well than when he was 
here before." 

"He's upstairs with her?" 

"Yes — she seems to want him." 
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Mrs. Ansell seated herself in silence behind the tea- 
tray, of which she was now recognised as the officiating 
priestess. As she drew off her long gloves, and me- 
chanically straightened the row of delicate old cups, 
Mr. Langhope added with an effort: "I've spoken to 
him — told him what you said." 

She looked up quickly. 

"About the child's wish," he continued. "About 
her having written to his wife. It seems her last letters 
have not been answered." 

He paused, and Mrs. Ansell, with her usual calm 
precision, proceeded to measure the tea into the fluted 
Georgian tea-pot. She could be as reticent in approval 
as in reprehension, and not for the world would she 
have seemed to claim any share in the turn that events 
appeared to be taking. She even preferred the risk of 
leaving her old friend to add half-reproachfuUy: "I told 
Amherst what you and the nurse thought." 

"Yes?" 

"That Cicely pines for his wife. I put it to him in 
black and white." The words came out on a deep 
strained breath, and Mrs. Ansell faltered: "Well?" 

"Well — he doesn't know where she is himself." 

"Doesn't know?" 

"They're separated — utterly separated. It's as I 
told you: he could hardly name her." 

Mrs. Ansell had unconsciously ceased her ministra- 
tions, letting her hands fall on her knee while she 
brooded in blank wonder on her companion's face. 

"I wonder what reason she could have given him?" 
she murmured at length. 

"For going? He loathes her, I tell you!" 
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^Yes — but how did she make him?" 

He struck his hand violently on the arm of his chair. 
"Upon my soul, you seem to forget!" 

"No." She shook her head with a half smile. "I 
simply remember more than you do." 

"What more?" he began with a flush of anger; but 
she raised a quieting hand. 

"What does all that matter — if, now that we need 
her, we can't get her?" 

He made no answer, and she returned to the dis- 
pensing of his tea; but as she rose to put the cup in 
his hand he asked, half querulously: "You think it's 
going to be very bad for the child, then?" 

Mrs. Ansell smiled with the thin edge of her lips. 
"One can hardly set the police after her !" 

"No; we're powerless," he groaned in assent. 

As the cup passed between them she dropped her 
eyes to his with a quick flash of interrogation; but he 
sat staring moodily before him, and she moved back to 
the sofa without a word. 

On the way downstairs she met Amherst descending 
from Cicely's room. 

Since the early days of his first marriage there had 
always been, on Amherst's side, a sense of obscure 
antagonism toward Mrs. Ansell. She was almost the 
embodied spirit of the world he dreaded and disliked: 
her serenity, her tolerance, her adaptability, seemed to 
smile away and disintegrate all the high enthusiasms, 
the stubborn convictions, that he had tried to plant in 
the shifting sands of his married life. And now that 
Bessy's death had given her back the attributes with 
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which his fanqr had originally invested her, he had 
come to regard Mrs. Ansell as embodying the evil in- 
fluences that had come between himself and his wife. 

Mrs. Ansell was probably not unaware of the suc- 
cessive transitions of feeling which had led up to this 
unflattering view; but her life had been passed among 
petty rivalries and animosities, and she had the patience 
and adroitness of the spy in a hostile camp. 

She and Amherst exchanged a few words about 
Cicely; then she exclaimed, with a glance through the 
panes of the hall door: "But I must be off — Pm on 
foot, and the crossings appal me after dark." 

He could do no less, at that, than ofler to guide her 
across the perils of Fifth Avenue; and still talking of 
Cicely, she led him down the thronged thoroughfare till 
her own corner was reached, and then her own door; 
turning there to ask, as if by an afterthought: "Won't 
you come up? There's one thing more I want to 
say." 

A shade of reluctance crossed his face, which, as 
the vestibule light fell on it, looked hard and tired, like 
a face set obstinately against a winter gale; but he mur- 
mured a word of assent, and followed her into the shin- 
ing steel cage of the lift. 

In her little drawing-room, among the shaded lamps 
and bowls of spring flowers, she pushed a chair for- 
ward, settled herself in her usual corner of the sofa, and 
said with a directness that seemed an echo of his own 
tone: "I asked you to come up because I want to talk 
to you about Mr. Langhope." 

Amherst looked at her in surprise. Though his 
father-in-law's health had been more or less imsatis- 
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factory for the last year, all their concern, of late, had 
been for Cicely. 

"You think him less well?" he enquired. 

She waited to draw off and smoothe her gloves, with 
one of the deliberate gestures that served to shade and 
supplement her speech. 

"I think him extremely imhappy." 

Amherst moved uneasily in his seat He did not 
know where she meant the talk to lead them, but he 
guessed that it would be over painful places, and he 
saw no reason why he should be forced to follow her. 

"You mean that he's still anxious about Cicely?" 

"Partly that— yes." She paused. "The child will 
get well, no doubt; but she is very lonely. She needs 
youth, heat, light Mr. Langhope can't give her those, 
or even a semblance of them; and it's an art I've lost 
the secret of," she added with her shadowy smile. 

Amherst's brows darkened. "1 realise all she has 
lost " 

Mrs. Ansell glanced up at him quickly. "She is 
twice motherless," she said. 

The blood rose to his neck and temples, and he 
tightened his hand on the arm of his chair. But it was 
a part of Mrs. Ansell's expertness to know when such 
danger signals must be heeded and when they might be 
ignored, and she went on quietly: "It's the question of 
the future that is troubling Mr. Langhope. After such 
an illness, the next months of Cicely's life should be all 
happiness. And money won't buy the kind she needs: 
one can't pick out the right companion for such a child 
as one can match a ribbon. What she wants is spon- 
taneous affection, not the most superlative manufactured 

The Fruit of the Tree. //. 1/ 
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article. She wants the sort of love that Justine gave 
her." 

It was the first time in months that Amherst had 
heard his wife's name spoken outside of his own house. 
No one but his mother -mentioned Justine to him now; 
and of late even his mother had dropped her enquiries 
and allusions, prudently acquiescing in the habit of 
silence which his own silence had created about him. 
To hear the name again — the two little syllables which 
had been the key of life to him, and now shook him as 
the turning of a rusted lock shakes a long-closed door 
— to hear her name spoken familiarly, affectionately, as 
one speaks of someone who may come into the room 
the next moment — gave him a shock that was half pain, 
and half furtive unacknowledged joy. Men whose con- 
scious thoughts are mostly projected outward, on the 
world of external activities, may be more moved by 
such a touch on the feelings than those who are per- 
petually testing and tuning their emotional chords. 
Amherst had foreseen from the first that Mrs. Ansell 
might mean to speak of his wife; but though he 
had intended, if she did so, to cut their talk short, 
he now felt himself irresistibly constrained to hear her 
out 

Mrs. Ansell, having sped her shaft, followed its flight 
through lowered lashes, and saw that it had struck a 
vulnerable point; but she was far from assuming that 
the day was won. 

"I believe," she continued, "that Mr. Langhope has 
said something of this to you already, and my only 
excuse for speaking is that I understood he bad not been 
successful in his appeal," 
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No one but Mrs. Ansell — and perhaps she knew it — 
could have pushed so far beyond the conventional limits 
of discretion without seeming to overstep them/ by a 
hair; and she had often said, when pressed for the 
secret of her art, that it consisted simply in knowing 
the pass-word. That word once spoken, she might have 
added, the next secret was to give the enemy no time 
for resistance; and though she saw the frown reappear 
between Amherst's eyes, she went on, without heeding 
it: "I entreat you, Mr. Amherst, to let Cicely see your 
wife." 

He reddened again, and pushed back his chair, as 
if to rise. 

"No — don't break off like that! Let me say a word 
more. I know your answer to Mr. Langhope — that you 
and Justine are no longer together. But I thought of 
you as a man to sink your personal relations at such a 
moment as this." 

"To sink them?" he repeated vaguely: and she went 
on: "After all, what difference does it make?" 

"What difference?" He stared in unmitigated won- 
der, and then answered, with a touch of irony: "It 
might at least make the difference of my being unwilling 
to ask a favour of her." 

Mrs. Ansell, at this, raised her eyes and let them 
rest full on his. "Because she has done you so great a 
one already?" 

He stared again, sinking back automatically into his 
chair. "I don't understand you." 

"No." She smiled a littie, as if to give herself time. 
"But I mean that you shall. If I were a man I suppose 
I couldn't, because a man's code of honour is such a 
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clumsy cast-iron thing. But a woman's, luckily, can be 
cut over — if she's clever — to fit any new occasion; and 
in this case I should be willing to reduce mine to tatters 
if necessary." 

Amherst's look of bewilderment deepened. "What 
is it that I don't understand?" he asked at length, in a 
low voice. 

"Well — first of all, why Mr. Langhope had the right 
to ask you to send for your wife." 

"The right?" 

"You don't recognise such a right on his part?" 

"No— why should I?" 

"Supposing she had left you by his wish?" 

"His wish? His ?" 

He was on his feet now, gazing at her blindly, while 
the solid world seemed to grow thin about him. Her 
next words reduced it to a mist 

"My poor Amherst — why else, on earth, should she 
have left you?" 

She brought it out clearly, in her small chiming tones; 
and as the sound travelled toward him it seemed to 
gather momentum, till her words rang through his brain 
as if every incomprehensible incident in the past had 
suddenly boomed forth the question. WHiy else, indeed, 
should she have lefl him? He stood motionless for 
awhile; then he approached Mrs. Ansell and said: "Tell 



me." 



She drew farther back into her comer of the sofa, 
waving him to a seat beside her, as though to bring his 
inquisitory eyes on a level where her own could com- 
mand them: but he stood where he was, unconscious of 
her gesture, and merely repeating: "Tell me." 
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She may have said to herself that a woman would 
have needed no further telling; but to him she only 
replied, slanting her head up to his: "To spare you and 
himself pain — to keep everything, between himself and 
you, as it had been before you married her." 

He dropped down beside her at that, grasping the 
back of the sofa as if he wanted something to clutch 
and throttle. The veins swelled in his temples, and as 
he pushed back his tossed hair Mrs. Ansell noticed for 
the first time how grey it had grown on the under side. 

"And he asked this of my wife — he accepted it?" 

"Haven't 7^« accepted it?" 

"I? How could I guess her reasons — how could I 
imagine ? " 

Mrs. Ansell raised her brows a hair's breadth at that 
"I don't know. But as a fact, he didn't ask — it was 
she who offered, who forced it on him, even!" 

"Forced her going on him?" 

"In a sense, yes; by making it appear that you felt 
as he did about — about poor Bessy's death: that the 
thought of what had happened at that time was as 
abhorrent to you as to him — that she was as abhorrent 
to you. No doubt she foresaw that, had she permitted 
the least doubt on that point, there would have been 
no need of her leaving you, since the relation between 
yourself and Mr. Langhope would have been altered — 
destroyed. . . ." 

"Yes. I expected that — I warned her of it But 
how did she make him think ?" 

"How can I tell? To begin with, I don't know your 
real feeling. For all I know she was telling the truth — 
and Mr. Langhope of course thought she was," 
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"That I abhorred her? Oh " he broke out, on 

his feet in an instant. 

"Then why ?" 

"Why did I let her leave me?" He strode across 
the room, as his habit was in moments of agitation, 
turning back to her again before he answered. "Be- 
cause I didn't know — didn't know anything! And be- 
cause her insisting on going away like that, without any 
explanation, made me feel . . . imagine there was . . . 
something she didn't want me to know . . . something 
she was afraid of not being able to hide from me if we 
stayed together any longer." 

"Well — there was: the extent to which she loved 
you." 

Mrs. Ansell, her hands clasped on her knee, her gaze 
holding his with a kind of visionary fixity, seemed to 
reconstruct the history of his past, bit by bit, with the 
words she was dragging out of him. 

"I see it — I see it all now," she went on, with a re- 
pressed fervour that he had never divined in her. "It 
was the only solution for her, as well as for the rest of 
you. The more she showed her love, the more it would 
have cast a doubt on her motive . . . the greater dis- 
tance she would have put between herself and you. 
And so she showed it in the only way that was safe for 
both of you, by taking herself away and hiding it in 
her heart; and before going, she secured your peace of 
mind, your future. If she ruined anything, she rebuilt 
the ruin. Oh, she paid — she paid in full!" 

Justine had paid, yes — paid to the utmost limit of 
whatever debt toward society she had contracted by 
overstepping its laws. And her resolve to discharge the 
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debt had been taken in a flash, as soon as she had seen 
that man can commit no act alone, whether for good or 
evil. The extent to which Amherst's fate was involved 
in hers had become clear to her with his first word of 
reassurance, of faith in her motive. And instantly a 
plan for releasing him had leapt full-formed into her 
mind, and had been carried out with swift unflinching 
resolution. As he forced himself, now, to look down 
the suddenly illuminated past to the weeks which had 
elapsed between her visit to Mr. Langhope and her 
departure from Hanaford, he wondered not so much at 
her swiftness of resolve as at her firmness in carrying 
out her plan — and he saw, with a blinding flash of in- 
sight, that it was in her love for him that she had found 
her strength. 

In all moments of strong mental tension he became 
totally unconscious of time and place, and he now re- 
mained silent so long, his hands clasped behind him, 
his eyes fixed on an indeterminate point in space, that 
Mrs. Ansell at length rose and laid a questioning touch 
on his arm. 

"It's not true that you don't know where she is?" 
His face contracted. "At this moment I don't 
Lately she has preferred . . . not to write . . ." 
"But surely you must know how to find her?" 
He tossed back his hair with an energetic movement. 
"I should find her if I didn't know how!" 

They stood confronted in a gaze of silent intensity, 
each penetrating farther into the mind of the other 
than would once have seemed possible to either one; 
then Amherst held out his hand abruptly, "(jood-bye 
— and thank you," he said. 
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She detained him a moment. "We shall see you 
soon again — see you both?" 

EQs face grew stern. "It's not to oblige Mr. Lang- 
hope that I am going to find my wife." 

"Ah, now you are unjust to him!" she exclaimed. 

"Don't let us speak of him!" he broke in. 

"Why not? When it is from him the request comes 
— the entreaty — that ever3rthing in the past should be 
forgotten?" 

"Yes — when it suits his convenience!" 

"Do you imagine that — even judging him in that 
way — it has not cost him a struggle?" 

"I can only think of what it has cost her!" 

Mrs. Ansell drew a deep sighing breath. "Ah — but 
don't you see that she has gained her point, and that 
nothing else matters to her?" 

"Gained her point? Not if, by that, you mean that 
things here can ever go back to the old state — that she 
and I can remain at Westmore after this!" 

Mrs. Ansell dropped her eyes for a moment; then 
she lifted to his her sweet impenetrable face. 

"Do you know what you have to do — both you and 
he? Exactly what she decides," she affirmed. 






Justine's answer to her husband's letter bore a New 
York address; and the surprise of finding her in the 
same town with himself, and not half an hour's walk 
from the room in which he sat, was so great that it 
seemed to demand some sudden and violent outlet of 
physical movement 

He thrust the letter in his pocket, took up his hat, 
and leaving the house, strode up Fifth Avenue toward 
the Park in the early spring sunlight 

The news had taken five days to reach him, for in 
order to re-establish communication with his wife he had 
been obliged to write to Michigan, with the request that 
his letter should be forwarded. He had never supposed 
that Justine would be hard to find, or that she had 
purposely enveloped her movements in mystery. When 
she ceased to write he had simply concluded that, like 
himself, she felt the mockery of trying to keep up a 
sort of distant, semi-fraternal relation, marked by the 
occasional interchange of inexpressive letters. The in- 
extricable mingling of thought and sensation which 
made the peculiar closeness of their union could never, 
to such direct and passionate natures, be replaced by 
the pretence of a temperate friendship. Feeling thus 
Ijimseir, and instinctively assuming the same feeling iq 
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his wife, Amherst had respected her silence, her wish 
to break definitely with their former life. She had 
written him, in the autumn, that she intended to leave 
Michigan for a few months, but that, in any emergency, 
a letter addressed to her friend's house would reach 
her; and he had taken this as meaning that, unless the 
emergency arose, she preferred that their correspondence 
should cease. Acquiescence was all the easier because 
it accorded with his own desire. It seemed to him, as 
he looked back, that the love he and Justine had felt 
for each other was like some rare organism which 
could maintain life only in its special element; and that 
element was neither passion nor sentiment, but truth. 
It was only on the heights that they could breathe. 

Some men, in his place, even while accepting the 
inevitableness of the moral rupture, would have felt 
concerned for the material side of the case. But it was 
characteristic of Amherst that this did not trouble him. 
He took it for granted that his wife would return to her 
nursing. From the first he had felt certain that it would 
be intolerable to her to accept aid from him, and that 
she would choose rather to support herself by the exer- 
cise of her regular profession; and, aside from such mo- 
tives, he, who had always turned to hard work as the 
surest refuge from personal misery, thought it natural 
that she should seek the same means of escape. 

He had therefore not been surprised, on opening 
her letter that morning, to learn that she had taken up 
her hospital work; but in the amazement of finding her 
so near he hardly grasped her explanation of the coin- 
cidence. There was something about a Buffalo patient 
suddenly ordered to New York for special treatment, 
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and refusing to go in with a new nurse — but these de- 
tails made no impression on his mind, which had only 
room for the fact that chance had brought his wife 
back at the very moment when his whole being yearned 
for her. 

She wrote that, owing to her duties, she would be 
unable to see him till three that afternoon; and he had 
still six hours to consume before their meeting. But in 
spirit they had met already — they were one in an in- 
tensity of communion which, as he strode northward 
along the bright crowded thoroughfare, seemed to 
gather up the whole world into one throbbing point 
of life. 

He had a boyish wish to keep the secret of his 
happiness to himself, not to let Mr. Langhope or Mrs. 
Ansell know of his meeting with Justine till it was over; 
and after twice measuring the length of the Park he 
turned in at one of the little wooden restaurants which 
were beginning to unshutter themselves in anticipation 
of spring custom. If only he could have seen Justine 
that morning! If he could have brought her there, and 
they could have sat opposite each other, in the bare 
empty room, with sparrows bustling and twittering in 
the lilacs against the open window! The room was 
ugly enough — but how she would have delighted in the 
delicate green of the near slopes, and the purplish haze 
of the woods beyond! She took a childish pleasure in 
such small adventures, and had the knack of giving a 
touch of magic to their most commonplace details. 
Amherst, as he finished his cold beef and indifferent 
eggs, found himself boyishly planning to bring her back 
there the next day. . , . 
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Then, over the coffee, he re-read her letter. 

The address she gave was that of a small private 
hospital, and she explained that she would have to re- 
ceive him in the public parlour, which at that hour was 
open to other visitors. As the time approached, the 
thought that they might not be alone when they met 
became insufferable; and he determined, if he found 
anyone else in possession of the parlour, to wait in the 
hall, and meet her as she came down the stairs. 

He continued to elaborate this plan as he walked 
back slowly through the Park. He had timed himself 
to reach the hospital a little before three; but though it 
lacked five minutes to the hour when he entered the 
parlour, two women were already seated in one of its 
windows. They looked around as he came in, evidently 
as much annoyed by his appearance as he had been to 
find them there. The older of the two showed a sallow 
middle-aged face beneath her limp crape veil; the other 
was a slight tawdry creature, with nodding feathers, 
and innumerable chains and bracelets which she 
fingered ceaselessly as she talked. 

They eyed Amherst with resentment, and then 
turned away, continuing their talk in low murmurs, 
while he seated himself at the marble-topped table 
littered with torn magazines. Now and then the younger 
woman's voice rose in a shrill staccato, and a phrase or 
two floated over to him. "She'd simply worked herself 
to death — the nurse told me so. . . . She expects to go 
home in another week, though how she's going to stand 

the fatigue " and then, after an inaudible answer: 

"It's all his fault, and if I was her I wouldn't go back 
to him for anything!" 
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"Oh, Cora, he's real sorry now," the older woman 
protestingly murmured; but the other, unappeased, re- 
joined with ominously nodding plumes: " Fbu see — 
if they do make it up, it'll never be the same between 
them!" 

Amherst started up nervously, and as he did so the 
dock struck three, and he opened the door and passed 
out into the hall. It was paved with black and white 
marble; the walls were washed in a dull yellowish tint, 
and the prevalent odour of antiseptics was mingled with 
a stale smell of cooking. At the back rose a straight 
staircase carpeted with brass-bound India-rubber, like 
a ship's companion-way; and down that staircase she 
would come in a moment — he fancied he heard her 
step now. . . . 

But the step was that of an elderly black-gowned 
woman in a cap — the matron probably. 

She glanced at Amherst in surprise, and asked: 
"Are you waiting for someone?" 

He made a motion of assent, and she opened the 
parlour door, saying: "Please walk in." 

"May I not wait out here?" he urged. 

She looked at him more attentively. "Why, no, 
I'm afraid not You'll find the papers and magazines 
in here." 

Mildly but firmly she drove him in before her, and 
closing the door, advanced to the two women in the 
window. Amherst's hopes leapt up: perhaps she had 
come to fetch the visitors upstairs! He strained his 
ears to catch what was being said, and while he was 
thus absorbed the door opened, and turning at the 
sound he found himself face to face with his wife. 
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He had not reflected that Justine would be in her 
nurse's dress; and the sight of the dark blue uniform 
and small white cap, in which he had never seen her 
since their first meeting in the Hope Hospital, obliterated 
all bitter and unhappy memories, and gave him the 
illusion of passing back at once into the clear air of 
their early friendship. Then he looked at her and re- 
membered. 

He noticed that she had grown thinner than ever, 
or rather that her thinness, which had formerly had a 
healthy reed-like strength, now suggested fatigue and 
languor. And her face was spent, extinguished — the 
very eyes were lifeless. All her vitality seemed to have 
withdrawn itself into the arch of dense black hair which 
still clasped her forehead like the noble metal of some 
antique bust. 

The sight stirred him with a deeper pity, a more 
vehement compunction; but the impulse to snatch her 
to him, and seek his pardon on her lips, was paralysed 
by the sense that the three women in the window had 
stopped talking and turned their heads toward the 
door. 

He held his hand out, and Justine's touched it for 
a moment; then he said in a low voice: "Is there no 
other place where I can see you?" 

She made a negative gesture. "I am afraid not to- 
day." 

Ah, her deep sweet voice — how completely his ear 
had lost the sound of it! 

She looked doubtfully about the room, and pointed 
to a sofa at the end fartJiest from the windows. 

''Shall we sit there?" she said. 
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He followed her in silence, and they sat down side 
by side. The matron had drawn up a chair and re- 
sumed her whispered conference with the women in the 
window. Between the two groups stretched the bare 
length of the room, broken only by a few armchairs of 
stained wood, and the marble-topped table covered with 
magazines. 

The impossibility of giving free rein to his feelings 
developed in Amherst an unwonted intensity of per- 
ception, as though a sixth sense had suddenly emerged 
to take the place of those he could not use. And with 
this new-made faculty he seemed to gather up, and 
absorb into himself, as he had never done in their 
hours of closest communion, every detail of his wife's 
person, of her face and hands and gestures. He 
noticed how her full upper lids, of the tint of yellowish 
ivory, had a slight bluish discoloration, and how little 
thread-like blue veins ran across her temples to the 
roots of her hair. The emaciation of her face, and the 
hollow shades beneath her cheek-bones, made her 
mouth seem redder and fuller, though a little line on 
each side, where it joined the cheek, gave it a tragic 
droop. And her hands! When her fingers met his 
he recalled having once picked up, in the winter woods, 
the little feather-light skeleton of a frozen bird — and 
that was what her touch was like. 

And it was he who had brought her to this by his 
cruelty, his obtuseness, his base readiness to believe the 
worst of her! He did not want to pour himself out in 
self-accusation — that seemed too easy a way of escape. 
He wanted simply to take her in his arms, to ask her 
to give him one more chance — and then to show her! 
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And all the while he was paralysed by the group in the 
window. 

"Can't we go out? I must speak to you," he began 
again nervously. 

"Not this afternoon — the doctor is coming. To- 
morrow " 

"I can't wait for to-morrow!" 

She made a faint, imperceptible gesture, which read 
to his eyes: "You've waited a whole year." 

"Yes, I know," he returned, still constrained by the 
necessity of muffling his voice, of perpetually measuring 
the distance between themselves and the window. "I 
know what you might say — don't you suppose I've said 
it to myself a million times? But I didn't know — I 
couldn't imagine " 

She interrupted him with a rapid movement "What 
do you know now?" 

"What you promised Langhope " 

She turned her startled eyes on him, and he saw the 
blood run flame- like under her skin. "But he promised 
not to speak!" she cried. 

"He hasn't — to me. But such things make them- 
selves known. Should you have been content to go on 
in that way forever?" 

She raised her head and her eyes rested in his. 
"If you were," she answered simply. 

"Justine!" 

Again she checked him with a silencing motion. 
"Please tell me just what has happened." 

"Not now — there's too much else to say. And 
nothing matters except that I'm with you," 

"But Mr. Langtiope " 
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"He asks you to come. You're to see Cicely to- 



morrow." 



Her lower lip trembled a little, and a tear flowed 
over and hung on her lashes. 

"But what does all that matter now? We're to- 
gether after this horrible year," he insisted. 

She looked at him again. "But what is really 
changed?" 

"Everything — everything! Not changed, I mean — 
just gone back." 

"To where ... we were . . . before?" she whis- 
pered; and he whispered back: "To where we were 
before." 

There was a scraping of chairs on the floor, and 
with a sense of release Amherst saw that the colloquy 
in the window was over. 

The two visitors, gathering their wraps about them, 
moved slowly across the room, still talking to the 
matron in excited undertones, through which, as they 
neared the threshold, the younger woman's staccato 
again broke out 

"I tell you, if she does go back to him, it'll never 
be the same between them!" 

"Oh, Cora, I wouldn't say that," the other ineffectu- 
ally wailed; then they moved toward the door, and a 
moment later it had closed on them. 

Amherst turned to his wife with outstretched arms. 
"Say you forgive me, Justine!" 

She held back a little from his entreating hands, not 
reproachfully, but as if with a last scruple for himself. 

"There's nothing left ... of the horror?" she asked 
below her breath. 

7*^ /^rui/ o/ iMe Tree, J/, \^ 



274 "^E FRUIT OF THE TREE. 

"To be without you — that's the only horror!" 

"You're sure ?" 

"Sure!" 

"It's just the same to you . . . just as it was . . . 
before?" 

"Just the same, Justine!" 

"It's not for myself, but you." 

"Then, for me — never speak of it!" he implored. 

"Because it's not the same, then?" leapt from her. 

"Because it's wiped out — because it's never been!" 

"Never?" 

"Never!" 

He felt her yield to him at that, and under his 
eyes, close under his lips, was her face at last But as 
they kissed they heard the handle of the door turn, and 
drew apart quickly, her hand lingering in his under the 
fold of her dress. 

A nurse looked in, dressed in the white uniform and 
pointed cap of the hospital. Amherst fancied that she 
smiled a little as she saw them. 

"Miss Brent — the doctor wants you to come right 
up and give the morphine." 

The door shut again as Justine rose to her feet 
Amherst remained seated — he had made no motion to 
retain her hand as it slipped from him. 

"I'm coming," she called out to the retreating nurse; 
then she turned slowly and saw her husband's face. 

"I must go," she said in a low tone. 

Her eyes met his for a moment; but he looked away 
again as he stood up and reached for his hat 

"To-morrow, then " he said, without attempting 

to detain her. 
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"To-morrow?" 

"You must come away from here — you must come 
home," he repeated mechanically. 

She made no answer, and he held his hand out and 
took hers. "To-morrow," he said, drawing her toward 
him; and their lips met again, but not in the same 
kiss. 



i8« 
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XLIIL 

June again at Hanaford — and Cicely's birthday. 

The anniversary was to coincide, this year, with the 
opening of the old house at Hopewood, as a kind of 
pleasure-palace — gymnasium, concert-hall and museum 
— for the recreation of the mill-hands. 

The idea had first come to Amherst on the winter 
afternoon when Bessy Westmore had confessed her 
love for him under the snow-laden trees of Hopewood. 
Even then the sense that his personal happiness was 
enlarged and secured by its promise of happiness to 
others had made him wish that the scene associated 
with the opening of his new life should be made to 
commemorate a corresponding change in the fortunes 
of Westmore. But when the control of the mills passed 
into his hands other and more necessary improvements 
pressed upon him; and it was not till now that the 
financial condition of the company had permitted the 
execution of his plan. 

Justine, on her return to Hanaford, had found the 
work already in progress, and had been told by her 
husband that he was carrying out a projected sdieme 
of Bessy's. She had felt a certain surprise, but had 
concluded that the plan in question dated back to the 
early days of his first raaim%<i, \iVi<esv^ ^tl his wife's eyes, 
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his connection with the mills still invested them with 
interest 

Since Justine had come back to her husband, both 
had tacitly avoided all allusions to the past, and the 
recreation-house at Hopewood being, as she divined, 
in some sort an expiatory offering to Bessy's plaintive 
shade, she had purposely refrained from questioning 
Amherst about its progress, and had simply approved 
the plans he submitted to her. 

Fourteen months had passed since her return, and 
now, as she sat beside her husband in the carriage which 
was conveying them to Hopewood, she said to herself 
that her life had at last fallen into what promised to be 
its final shape — that as things now were they would 
probably be to the end. And outwardly at least they 
were what she and Amherst had always dreamed of 
their being. Westmore prospered under the new rule. 
The seeds of life they had sown there were springing 
up in a promising growth of bodily health and mental 
activity, and above all in a dawning social conscious- 
ness. The mill-hands were beginning to understand 
the meaning of their work, in its relation to their own 
lives and to the larger economy. And outwardly, also, 
the new growth was showing itself in the humanised 
aspect of the place. Amherst's young maples were tall 
enough now to cast a shade on the grass-bordered 
streets; and the well-kept turf, the bright cottage gar- 
dens, the new central group of library, hospital and 
club-house, gave to the mill-village the hopeful air of a 
"rising" residential suburb. 

In the bright June light, behind Mtvw ^\^:^ ^g:^^^ 
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mantle of trees and creepers, even the factory buildings 
looked less stem and prison-like than formerly; and 
the turfing and planting of the adjoining river-banks 
had transformed a waste of foul mud and refuse into 
a little park where the operatives might refresh them- 
selves at midday. 

Yes — Westmore was alive at last: the dead city of 
which Justine had once spoken had risen from its grave, 
and its blank face had taken on a meaning. As Justine 
glanced at her husband she saw that the same thought 
was in his mind. However achieved, at whatever cost 
of personal misery and error, the work of awakening and 
freeing Westmore was done, and that work had justified 
itself. 

She looked from Amherst to Cicely, who sat opposite, 
eager and rosy in her mourning frock — for Mr. Lang- 
hope had died some two months previously — and as 
intent as her stepparents on the scene before her. 
Cicely was old enough now to regard her connection 
with Westmore as something more than a nursery game. 
She was beginning to learn a great deal about the mills, 
and to understand, in simple, friendly ways, something 
of her own relation to them. The work and play of 
the children, the interests and relaxations provided for 
their elders, had been gradually explained to her by 
Justine, and she knew that this shining tenth birthday 
of hers was to throw its Hght as far as the clouds of 
factory-smoke extended. 

As they mounted the slope to Hopewood, the spacious 
white building, with its enfolding colonnades, its broad 
terraces and tennis-courts, shone through the trees like 
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some bright country-house adorned for its master's 
home-coming; and Amherst and his wife might have 
been driving up to the house which had been built to 
shelter their wedded happiness. The thought flashed 
across Justine as their carriage climbed the hill. She 
was as much absorbed as Amherst in the welfare of 
Westmore, it had become more and more, to both, the 
refuge in which their lives still met and mingled; but for 
a moment, as they paused before the flower-decked 
porch, and he turned to help her from the carriage, it oc- 
curred to her to wonder what her sensations would have 
been if he had been bringing her home — to a real home 
of their own — instead of accompanying her to another 
philanthropic celebration. But what need had they of 
a real home, when they no longer had any real life of 
their own? Nothing was left of that secret inner union 
which had so enriched and beautified their outward 
lives. Since Justine's return to Hanaford they had 
entered, tacitly, almost unconsciously, into a new rela- 
tion to each other: a relation in which their personali- 
ties were more and more merged in their common work, 
so that, as it were, they met only by avoiding each 
other. 

From the first, Justine had accepted this as inevi- 
table; just as she had understood, when Amherst had 
sought her out in New York, that his remaining at West- 
more, which had once been contingent on her leaving 
him, now depended on her willingness to return and take 
up their former life. 

She accepted the last condition as she had accepted 
the other, pledged to the perpetual expiation of an act 
for which, in the abstract, she still refiised to hold her- 
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self to blame. But life is not a matter of abstract prin- 
ciples, but a succession of pitiful compromises with fate, 
of concessions to old tradition, old beliefs, old charities 
and frailties. That was what her act had taught her 
— that was the word of the gods to the mortal who had 
laid a hand on their bolts. And she had humbled her- 
self to accept the lesson, seeing human relations at last 
as a tangled and deep-rooted growth, a dark forest 
through which the idealist cannot cut his straight path 
without hearing at each stroke the cry of the severed 
branch: "Why woundest thou me?" 



The lawns leading up to the house were already 
sprinkled with holiday-makers, while along the avenue 
came the rolling of wheels, the throb of motor-cars; 
and Justine, with Cicely beside her, stood in the wide 
hall to receive the incoming throng, in which Hanaford 
society was indiscriminately mingled with the operatives 
in their Sunday best 

While his wife welcomed the new arrivals, Amherst, 
supported by some young Westmore cousins, was guid- 
ing them into the concert-hall, where he was to say a 
word on the uses of the building before declaring it 
open for inspection. And presently Justine and Cicely, 
summoned by Westy Gaines, made their way through 
the rows of seats to a corner near the platform. Her 
husband was there already, with Halford Gaines and 
a group of Hanaford dignitaries, and just below them 
sat Mrs. Gaines and her daughters, the Harry Dressels, 
and Amherst's radiant mother. 

As Justine passed \)^\w^xi >i5cv^m^ '^^ ^^\sjl^red how 
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much they knew of the events which had wrought so 
profound and permanent a change in her life. She had 
never known how Hanaford explained her absence or 
what comments it had made on her return. But she 
saw to-day more clearly than ever that Amherst had 
become a power among his townsmen, and that if they 
were still blind to the inner meaning of his work, its 
practical results were beginning to impress them pro- 
foundly. Hanaford's sociological creed was largely 
based on commercial considerations, and Amherst had 
won Hanaford's esteem by the novel feat of defying its 
economic principles and snatching success out of his 
defiance. 

And now he had advanced a step or two in front of 
the "representative" semi-circle on the platform, and 
was beginning to speak. 

Justine did not hear his first words. She was looking 
up at him, trying to see him with the eyes of the crowd, 
and wondering what manner of man he would have 
seemed to her if she had known as little as they did of 
his inner history. 

He held himself straight, the heavy locks thrown back 
from his forehead, one hand resting on the table beside 
him, the other grasping a folded blue-print which the 
architect of the building had just advanced to give him. 
As he stood there, Justine recalled her first sight of him 
in the Hope Hospital, five years earUer — was it only 
five years? They had dealt deep strokes to his face, 
hollowing the eye-sockets, accentuating the strong 
modelling of nose and chin, fixing the lines between the 
brows; but every touch had a meanm^ — \X ^^& \w^ '^^ 
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languid hand of time which had remade his features, 
but the charp chisel of thought and action. 

She roused herself suddenly to the consciousness of 
what he was saying. 

"For the idea of this building — of a building dedi- 
cated to the recreation of Westmore — is not new in my 
mind; but while it remained there as a mere idea, it 
had already, without my knowledge, taken definite shape 
in the thoughts of the owner of Westmore." 

There was a slight drop in his voice as he designated 
Bessy, and he waited a moment before continuing: "It 
was not till after the death of my first wife that I learned 
of her intention — that I found by accident, among her 
papers, this carefully-studied plan for a pleasure-house 
at Hopewood." 

He paused again, and unrolling the blue-print, held 
it up before his audience. 

"You cannot, at this distance," he went on, "see all 
the admirable details of her plan; see how beautifully 
they were imagined, how carefully and intelligently 
elaborated. She who conceived them longed to see 
beauty everywhere — it was her dearest wish to bestow 
it on her people here. And her ardent imagination 
outran the bounds of practical possibility. We cannot 
give you, in its completeness, the beautifiil thing she 
had imagined — the great terraces, the marble porches, 
the fountains, lily-tanks, and cloisters. But you will 
see that, wherever it was possible — though in humbler 
materials, and on a smaller scale — we have faithfully 
followed her design; and when presently you go through 
this building, and wYven, \vext2X\et,^wi.^\AV^^!3^ 
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• 

refreshment and diversion here, I ask you to remember 
the beauty she dreamed of giving you, and to let the 
thought of it make her memory beautiful among you 
and among your children. . ." 

Justine had listened with deepening amazement. She 
was seated so dose to her husband that she had recog- 
nised the blue-print the moment he unrolled it. There 
was no mistaking its origin — it was simply the plan of 
the gymnasium which Bessy had intended to build at 
Lynbrook, and which she had been constrained to 
abandon owing to her husband's increased expenditure 
at the mills. But how was it possible that Amherst 
knew nothing of the original purpose of the plans, and 
by what mocking turn of events had a project devised 
in deliberate defiance of his wishes, and intended to 
declare his wife's open contempt for them, been trans- 
formed into a Utopian vision for the betterment of the 
Westmore operatives? 

A wave of anger swept over Justine at this last deri- 
sive stroke of fate. It was grotesque and pitiable that 
a man like Amherst should create out of his regrets 
a being who had never existed, and then ascribe to her 
feelings and actions of which the real woman had again 
and again proved herself incapable! 

Ah, no, Justine had suffered enough — but to have 
this imaginary 3cssy called from the grave, dressed in 
a semblance of self-devotion and idealism, to see her 
petty impulses of vindictiveness disguised as the motions 
of a lofty spirit — it was as though her small malicious 
ghost had devised this way of punishing the wife who 
had taken her place! 

Justine had suffered enough — svxffeteA. A.^^^\"aX.<^ 
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and unstintingly, paying the full price of her error, not 
seeking to evade its least consequence. But no sane 
judgment could ask her to sit quiet under this last hal- 
lucination. What! This unreal woman, this phantom 
that Amherst's uneasy imagination had evoked, was to 
come between himself and her, to supplant her first as 
his wife, and then as his fellow-worker? Why should 
she not cry out the truth to him, defend herself against 
the dead who came back to rob her of such wedded 
peace as was hers? She had only to tell the true story 
of the plans to lay poor Bessy's ghost forever! 

The confused throbbing impulses within her were 
stifled under a long burst of applause — then she saw 
Westy Gaines at her side again, and understood that 
he had come to lead Cicely to the platform. For a 
moment she clung jealously to the child's hand, hardly 
aware of what she did, feeling only that she was being 
thrust farther and farther into the background of the 
life she had helped to call out of chaos. Then a con- 
trary impulse moved her. She gently freed Cicely's 
hand, and a moment later, as she sat with bent head 
and throbbing breast, she heard the child's treble piping 
out above her: 

"In my mother's name, I give this house to West- 
more." 

Applause again — and then Justine found herself en- 
veloped in a general murmur of compliment and con- 
gratulation. Mr. Amherst had spoken adnodrably — a 
"beautiful tribute — " ah, he had done poor Bessy jus- 
tice! And to think that till now Hanaford had never 
fully known how she had the welfare of the mills at 
heart — how it was really only h^r work that be w^s 
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carrying on there! Well, he had made that perfectly 
clear — and no doubt Cicely was being taught to follow 
in her mother's footsteps: everyone had noticed how 
her stepfather was associating her with the work at 
the mills. And his little speech would, as it were, con- 
secrate the child's relation to that work, make it appear 
to her as the continuance of a beautiful, a sacred 
tradition. . . 



And now it was over. The building had been in- 
spected, the operatives had dispersed, the Hanaford 
company had rolled oflf down the avenue. Cicely, among 
them, driving away tired and happy in Mrs. Dressel's 
victoria, and Amherst and his wife were alone. 

Amherst, after bidding good-bye to his last guests, 
had gone back to the empty concert-room to fetch 
the blue-print lying on the platform. He came back 
with it, between the uneven rows of empty chairs, 
and joined Justine, who stood waiting in the hall. His 
face was slightly flushed, and his eyes had the light 
which in happy moments burned through their veil of 
thought 

He laid his hand on his wife's arm, and drawing 
her toward a table spread out the blue-print before 
her. 

"You haven't seen this, have you?" he said. 

She looked down at the plan without answering, 
reading in the left-hand corner the architect's conven- 
tional inscription: "Swinmiing-tank and gymnasium 
designed for Mrs. John Amherst" 

Amherst looked up, perhaps struck by her silence. 
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"But perhaps you have seen it — at Lynbrook? It 
must have been done while you were there." 

The quickened throb of her blood rushed to her 
brain like a signal. "Speak — speak now!" the signal 
commanded. 

Justine continued to look fixedly at the plan. "Yes, 
I have seen it," she said at length. 

"At Lynbrook?" 

"At Lynbrook." 

^^She showed it to you, I suppose — while I was 
away?" 

Justine hesitated again. "Yes, while you were away." 

"And did she tell you anything about it, go into 
details about her wishes, her intentions?" 

Now was the moment — now! As her Hps parted she 
looked up at her husband. The illumination still lin- 
gered on his face — and it was the face she loved. He 
was waiting eagerly for her next word. 

"No, I heard no details. I merely saw the plan 
lying there." 

She saw his look of disappointment "She never 
told you about it?" 

"No — she never told me." 

It was best so, after all. She understood that now. 
It was now at last that she was paying her full price. 

Amherst rolled up the plan with a sigh and pushed 
it into the drawer of the table. - It struck her that he 
too had the look of one who has laid a ghost He 
turned to her and drew her hand through his arm. 

"You're tired, dear. You ought to have driven back 
with the others," he said. 

"No, I would rather stay with you." 
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"You want to drain this good day to the dregs, as 
I do?" 

"Yes," she murmured, drawing her hand away. 

"It is a good day, isn't it?" he continued, looking 
about him at the white-panelled walls, the vista of 
large bright rooms seen through the foldmg doors. 
"I feel as if we had reached a height, somehow — a 
height where one might pause and draw breath for the 
next climb. Don't you feel that too, Justine?" 

"Yes— I feel it." 

"Do you remember once, long ago — one day when 
you and I and Cicely went on a picnic to hunt orchids 
— how we got talking of the one best moment in life — 
the moment when one wanted most to stop the clock?" 

The colour rose in her face while he spoke. It was 
a long time since he had referred to the early days of 
their friendship — the days before, . . 

"Yes, I remember," she said. 

"And do you remember how we said that it was 
with most of us as it was with Faust? That the mo- 
ment one wanted to hold fast to was not, in most lives, 
the moment of keenest personal happiness, but the 
other kind — the kind that would have seemed grey and 
colourless at first: the moment when the meaning of 
life began to come out from the mists — when one could 
look out at last over the marsh one had drained?" 

A tremor ran through Justine. "It was you who 
said that," she said, half-smiling. 

"But didn't you feel it with me? Don't you now?" 

"Yes — I do now," she murmured. 

He came close to her, and taking her hands in his, 
kissed them one after the other. 
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"Dear," he said, "let us go out and look at the 
marsh we have drained." 

J^ turned and led her through the open doorway 
to the terrace above the river. The sun was setting 
behincl the wooded slopes of Hopewood, and the trees 
about the house stretched long blue shadows across the 
lawn. Beyond them rose the smoke of Westmore. 



THE END. 
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